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Summary


Spicy snippets and oneshots of intimate moments between Ezra and Sabine.


Notes


Something a little different for you guys this time. This will be a small collection of Sabezra oneshots and shortfics that are of a... spicier nature, shall we say.


Most of these will probably be set Season Three/Season Four-ish, possibly afterwards. No real connective tissue or plot, updated whenever I get an idea. Just little snippets of the two being intimate in various fashions.


If that is to your liking, then I hope you enjoy!


See the end of the work for more notes
They had intended to make for Sabine's room, but in their breathless rush, the adrenaline still too hot in their veins, blinded by the sheer relief that they were both still alive, they turned the other direction, stumbling into walls and tripping down the ladder until they staggered, like drunkards, into the room Erza shared with Zeb, falling onto the lower bunk in a tangle of grasping limbs.


His hands shook, and Sabine trembled as she yanked off her gloves, their mouths sealed desperately to each other's. Armor pieces clicked off. Clothes were flung to the floor in an inelegant pile. The back of his shirt still smoked from the blaster bolt. Her chestplate sported a significant dent, courtesy of the vibroblade shard still lodged in it.


Lucky shots, both of them, but too close, too near to his lungs, too uncomfortably aimed at her heart, and the narrow escape fueled their intimate frenzy now.


They had to hold each other. Touch each other. Feel each other's skin. Feel their breath, their heartbeat, everything. Reassure each other that they were both still there. Safe. Whole.


Alive.


Sabine's arms grasped his bare shoulders tightly as she rocked against him, both of them panting, pulse still racing from their escape, from the brush with death that powered their need for each other in this moment.


"Sabine..." Ezra rasped breathlessly, his nails tightening on her hips.


"Shh," she shushed him, even though the sound of his voice was like the sweet gasp of air after being submerged for too long.


She pressed herself tighter and tighter to him, tensing, teetering on the brink, then finally erupting with a white-hot flash of relief. She moaned, shuddering, whole body vibrating, and Ezra bit his lip and whimpered beneath her, feeling a cool rush flood through both their bodies.


Still panting hard, Sabine's locked muscles relaxed and she collapsed onto his chest like a puppet cut from its strings. Her forehead pressed against his collar, hair tickling his warm skin, and she reached up to rub at her eyes, erasing the wetness she hadn't even noticed was gathering there.


Ezra's arms came up around her, encircling her bare back. His blue eyes looked at her in concern as her breaths sounded more and more like choked sobs.


"Sabine," he whispered, tightening his embrace. "Sabine, it's okay."


Her nails scraped his skin as she clutched at him. "Don't... don't you ever..." she said between hitches. "...let a blaster bolt get that close to ripping through you again, Ezra Bridger," she finished with a stern warning.


A soft smile touched his lips. "Long as you promise to steer clear of mercenaries wielding vibroblades," he joked, running a hand up through her hair.


The tension easing out of her, she laid her head down on his breast. "No promises," she told him, feeling a grin creep its way onto her face.


End Notes


Very short one, to start us off. They won't all be this brief, probably vary in length. See you next time, whenever that is!


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


After the disastrous mission at Reklam Station, Sabine has a few choice words for Ezra.


Notes


More Bad Things Happen Bingo! Anon asked for "Anger Born Of Worry" for Sabine towards Ezra. and I was like: "Oh good, one of my favorite tropes for them! :D"


Really enjoyed writing this one. Hope you guys like it too.


See the end of the work for more notes
The Atollon dust was beginning to settle after their semi-disastrous retrieval mission of the half-dozen Y-wings that now lined the landing pad, being meticulously checked over by technicians and mechanics before they were sent off to join General Dodonna's Massasi group. Sabine watched them with something prickling in her heart, something unpleasant and festering.


She was inexplicably, irrationally, angry.


By the base metric at least the op had been a success—they had gotten the Y-wings, as she had none-too-hastily pointed out to Hera—but Sabine's mind was playing back all of the stupid setbacks and obstacles that had very nearly resulted in not just failure but capture and death.


Setbacks almost universally caused by a series of bad calls.


Sabine didn't understand why it was bothering her now. Ezra had already been scolded and reprimanded, demoted by Hera with official agreement from Sato, once they'd been debriefed. He had been quiet and scarce all night, wandering in and out and through the base in an aimless fashion, sufficiently chastened by Hera's words. Sabine had even defended him—sort of—in front of Hera when he was first being chewed out.


So where was this anger and upset and hurt coming from?


She kicked a loose rock by her feet, watching it skitter off into the pre-dawn darkness, out of view.


All she could think of that had changed was that she hadn't known the details of how, exactly, Ezra had lost the Phantom and wound up needing to be retrieved by the Ghost until just a few moments ago.


She hadn't meant to eavesdrop. She had just been checking through her cans of paint. Her door was open and she'd heard Kanan and Hera's raised voices from the cockpit. Hera was ranting—of course she was, it had been her ship that Ezra had gotten destroyed—and Kanan had been gently trying to calm her down. Sabine had only caught every other word but it had painted the vivid picture in her mind of Ezra, clinging terrified to the outer structure of the station as it fell into the gas cloud, wind blasting past him, eyes wide and hopeless.


Her throat had clenched up, quiet notes of horror dropping into her heart. She'd listened to Kanan describe Ezra's suffocating guilt and despair leaking through the Force to him and almost cursed herself for not being there, for being out in orbit making off with the prize instead of making sure Ezra was safely off the station.


The fact that their comms had been jammed was a logical point that she could not, in her wild musings, appreciate.


So here she was. Standing with her arms crossed and letting the miserable prickle travel from end to end inside her chest. Furious thoughts chased each other around her head.


Idiot. Moron. Dumbass. Why hadn't he beelined for the Phantom as soon as he'd cut the power? Why had he wasted time fighting his way up to the control room in the first place instead of cutting the locks off the Y-wings with his saber? Even making out with Hondo would have been better than what had happened, with it ending with her stranded up in space being pulled towards a Star Destroyer while he plummeted into oblivion somewhere sight unseen below her.


She had taken it for granted at the time. Assumed that of course Ezra would have gotten out, would have been on the Phantom on his way up to meet them. It was Ezra, he had always come through okay, always managed to get himself out of trouble.


But he hadn't. He had been dropping dozens of meters per second into an ionized gas cloud without a prayer of escape, without anyone even knowing he was in trouble.


Her fingers tightened on her arms.


Stupid! she thought furiously.


The agitated energy within her finally propelled her feet into action. She uncrossed her arms and stalked, stiff-legged, through the base, glancing around sharply with her eyes, searching. Her fists clenched tightly by her sides and the pulsing heat inside her throbbed hotter and hotter, growing steadily into a simmering blaze.


She found him near the makeshift mess hall, talking to one of the junior officers, laughing a little without an apparent care in the world. She stormed up to him, and he must have sensed her anger because he startled a little at her approach, turning to look right at her with wide, bewildered eyes.


"Ezra," she said, sharply, coming to a stop in front of him. "We need to talk," she told him, in a tone of voice that said she wouldn't take no for an answer.


The junior officer grimaced, wincing with sympathy, and hastily made himself scarce. Ezra inhaled slowly through his nose and then let it out again in a long sigh, also cringing with anticipation.


"Okay," he said.


Sabine grabbed his wrist harshly and pulled him behind her. He offered no protest as she dragged him along, out to a relatively secluded area by the south perimeter fence. Very few Rebels milled about on this section, so they could speak freely without having to worry about anyone overhearing and spreading the gossip. Sabine's heart was still flaming with pulsing indignation inside her chest.


She let go of his wrist and whirled on him, brows furrowed harshly over her eyes and jabbing a finger into his collar.


"Look, I don't know what's been going on with you lately," she began, withering displeasure in every line of her face. "But this recklessness, this impulsive, cocky, self-assured bullish attitude of yours? It needs to stop," she told him. "You need to slow down and seriously think about how your actions and orders affect other people!"


His eyes pinched closed and lowered immediately, his shoulders shrinking as her scolding washed over him.


"I'm sorry," he mumbled.


"Do you know how lucky we were that everyone got out okay and that we actually accomplished the objective?!" she ranted at him, almost unhinged now that she could let everything out. "Do you even appreciate how many bad calls you made on that mission?!"


He flinched, his eyes squeezing tighter, shame pulling his chin down. "I know," he said softly, miserable. "I gave bad orders. I almost got everyone killed."


"No you idiot, you could have died!" Sabine cried in outrage, and something in her mind broke with horrible clarity. She suddenly understood what was bothering her most, why she was so angry.


She stood there and panted, hands trembling, the realization ringing around her head like a tinny bell.


"You... you could have died and I wouldn't have even known until an Imperial interrogator was holding it over me, crowing about it," she said, tremulously, her voice shaking with unexpected emotion. Sabine felt a burning heat beneath her eyes and furiously blinked at it. "We could have lost you," she said. "I could have lost—"


Her voice locked up, stalling, seizing as she realized with a mortified flush rushing to her cheeks what it sounded like she was implying.


She swallowed thickly, breaking eye contact with him and turning her head aside, heat in her face and eyes and heart, thumping with steady pressure, halting, stuttering.


"We—we just lost—" She couldn't say the Togruta's name, couldn't force her mouth to form the syllables of their lost friend. "—we can't afford to lose another Jedi. Not now," she finished, a desperate, almost whiny squeal to her voice as it choked and faded.


Ezra's expression was heartbreaking, guilt and shame and despondency all clashing on his face.


He turned away, unable to even look at her.


"I'm sorry," he mumbled again, his shoulders curling in, shrinking him further. "I messed up. I know. I'm..." He drew in a shaky breath, trembling. "It—it won't happen again," he whispered thinly.


Sabine felt immediately ashamed of her harsh tone. Ezra had been beating himself up about the disastrous Reklam mission for hours now, she'd watched him mope and shuffle around the base like a dead man herself. What good was her scolding him, except to make him feel even worse?


She struggled to speak for several minutes. Ezra had turned away from her, shoulders slumped, and she wrestled words to her mouth as she reached out for him, softly.


"Ezra..." she said. She never wanted him to feel like he was only good for the things he could do for the Rebellion. Like it didn't hurt her, personally, the idea of losing him. "I... I didn't mean it like—"


He shrugged off her touch, rejecting it with clinical detachment.


"I need a moment," he told her shortly, walking away before she could say anything else, call him back, let him know her true feelings.


Sabine watched him go, saw the stiff lines across his shoulders, and knew her anger hadn't helped, hadn't put things right between them.


But she let him walk away.


-SWR-


Two hours later, with the red sun beginning to creep over the sandy horizon, Sabine found him again, curled up into a self-loathing, miserable ball against a stack of supply crates. AP-5 had ratted him out to her, complaining that the young man's brooding presence was interfering with his ability to inventory properly.


Sabine had just sincerely thanked the inventory droid and made her way into the maze of crates, holding her arms softly as she approached him.


"Hey," she called, then stalled on what she wanted to say. "Um..." she trailed off.


Ezra paid her a brief glance before staring morosely forward again.


Sabine felt a sour taste in the back of her throat. She swallowed it down, forcing words out.


"I'm sorry," she said quietly. She paused, then inhaled slowly. "I shouldn't have yelled at you, I just..."


There was heat stinging under her eyes again and she had to intake a gasping breath to keep her composure.


"I'm... I'm really glad you're okay," she told him.


At the way he looked up at her she found herself babbling.


"I'm—I'm glad we got the Y-wings and that—and that you didn't—" She gulped down a thick lump of emotion. "—that nothing bad... happened to you, I mean—" Her words felt rushed and frantic as she spoke them. "—I know we lost the Phantom but I'm still—I—I mean—"


She swallowed again, and a knot of emotion strained her throat.


"I don't know what I would've done if you—if something had—"


Force, why was she so bad at this?


She regained her composure.


"You're my friend, Ezra," she said, though the warbling note in her voice implied more. "I couldn't bear it if you..."


He turned up a smile at her, so genuine and warm it made firecrackers go off inside her heart.


"I know," he whispered. "Thank you."


She flung arms around him with trembling emotion, feeling him safe and there and alive and almost sobbing with relief.


Ezra's hands came up behind her back, holding her close as she cherished this moment, this reassurance that he guessed what he meant to her and would change his actions accordingly, wouldn't throw himself against an impossible peril with the smug assurance he could master all circumstances, could defy and cheat death itself.


She felt it like a soft dampening, his apology and his desire to do better, be better, for everyone.


And she let him express it freely, holding him to herself in tender affection.


End Notes


I may have, uh... caught the feels a bit while writing this. Ow.


You can request a prompt/character over on Tumblr. See this post.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


As a thank you for rescuing him from the Isis Cassian helps Ezra take care of Sabine's injuries.


Notes


Angstpril 2022: Day 16 - Holding on Too Tight


Aftermath to Extraction


See the end of the work for more notes
Sward was busying himself going through the medkit while Ezra held Sabine’s hand. Ezra was curious about the man, but he wanted Sabine to have his full attention, though she was holding his hand in a fiercely crushing crip.


“You’re going to be okay,” he assured her.


She just bit her lip and nodded. Her eyes were glazed over with pain, and he wasn’t even sure how much of this she was taking in.


Sward motioned for Ezra to come over, and he handed him a pair of scissors.


“Get her clothes and armor off around the wounds,” Sward said in a soft, rolling accent that some people probably found attractive.


Ezra didn’t know why, but he immediately deferred to him despite being high ranking, and said, “Yes, sir.” There was just something about him, like he knew exactly what he was doing. Even with the dark circles under his eyes he was ready to help.


“So what’s your real name?” Ezra asked as he took the dented and burned tasset off of Sabine’s right thigh. She grabbed him when he did that, her grip still crushing despite how exhausted she must be.


“Cassian Andor, but don’t talk about that too much, eh?”


Ezra was looking at Sabine’s wounds—he had no other choice—as he cut some of her tight-fitting clothes away. She gripped him for that too, and he was starting to regret being here just a bit. He’d have bruises from her. Karabast.


“Well, I’m Ezra, and this is Sabine.”


“Thank you for saving me,” Cassian said.


He came over with some supplies, and Ezra looked at what he had. “Uh… I’m not sure bacta spray’s going to do the trick here.”


“There’s not much else we can do. She needs real medical attention, which she won’t be able to get till we land at base.”


“Which base are you from?” Ezra asked, taking Sabine’s hand again, intertwining their fingers.


“That’s classified.”


Ezra thought those might’ve been some of the two coolest words he’d ever heard. But he did his best to not react, and shifted his focus to Sabine.


She cried out, and heaved a dry sob, her other hand reaching out for Ezra as well, finding his shoulder, as Cassian sprayed the bacta spray over her leg. Ezra then had to hold her arms away from her body as he sprayed her side.


Stars, she was crushing his fingers.


Ezra felt the inner corners of his eyes prick with unshed tears just watching Sabine be in this much pain. She was pale and sweaty, and her wounds were gruesome—black and red burned flesh. When he looked at her thigh he thought maybe he saw some white. It was almost enough to make him sick. But he tried to focus on the slight pain she was causing him from holding on too tightly.


“So I understand you’re a Jedi,” Cassian said as he went back over to the med kit. Hopefully he was grabbing something else that would help the pain.


“How do you know?”


“Spy.”


“Right.”


In truth it was because Ezra had his lightsaber buckled to his belt, but he was too distracted to even think of that.


Cassian came over with a hemosponge and started mopping up some of the blood. Next, he applied a burn salve, and Ezra winced just watching.


“Please tell me we can do more than this to help her.”


Sabine tried to rise off the bed when Cassian was putting the burn salve on her leg, and Ezra had to lean over to hold her down. His face was closer to hers now, and he could feel her strained breaths on his face.


“It’s okay, Sabine. It’s okay. Just look at me, all right? You’re going to get through this.”


Her eyes met his, and Ezra gave her a slight nod. Good. She was doing good.


“There is,” Cassian answered, surprising Ezra who had almost forgotten all about his question.


He bandaged what he could after applying bacta patches as he grumbled about the kit not having a field cauterizer (to Ezra it looked cauterized enough as it was, but maybe not because she was still bleeding). Next, he had Ezra hold a chill pac to her side, while Cassian rested one on her leg.


Sabine winced, and Ezra asked, “Am I holding it too tightly?”


“No, no… You’re good. Just… hurts.”


“Looks like that’s an understatement,” Ezra told her.


“It is.”


“Cassian,” Ezra began, “you mind finding out how long of a trip we have? Besides, I’m sure our captain, Hera, would love to talk to you.”


“Of course. Let me know if she needs anything else.”


“Maybe you should get checked out,” Ezra said. “Your face doesn’t look too good.”


“It’ll heal.”


Cassian left, and it was just Sabine and Ezra.


“Feeling any better?” he asked her.


“Maybe a little.”


“You were really brave, Sabine,” Ezra said, voice soft.


“You were too.”


“Thanks, but I didn’t have to do much. Wearing a disguise is pretty easy. But you, you took one for the team, and for someone we didn’t even know.”


“He’s nice,” Sabine commented.


“Yeah. It’s too bad he can’t join our crew. Probably has another secret mission somewhere soon.”


“Probably.”


Sabine was still gazing at Ezra, still squeezing his hand. He tried to pry his grip from hers, but she only held on tighter, a whimper leaving her mouth.


“Sorry,” Ezra said. “Sorry. Maybe try to relax.”


Sabine shot him a look that would’ve killed him from twelve systems away even if he was in a reinforced durasteel room.


“Okay, okay, just… breathe.”


She tried taking in a deep breath, but winced. Ezra had felt her side moving beneath his hand. Not sure what to do he leaned in and pressed his forehead against hers, taking deep breaths himself. Maybe knowing someone was with her, and hearing them do it would calm her a bit.


Her grip lessened somewhat, but Ezra still swore he was going to need some physical therapy after.


Their noses brushed together, and then, to Ezra’s utmost surprise, Sabine’s lips were pressed against his. The kiss was soft, filled with exhaustion, but Ezra was kissing back in no time, his body catching up to what was going on before his mind did.


He pulled away, smiling at her, feeling a blush rise on his cheeks.


“What was that?” he asked.


“Sorry, maybe I shouldn’t have—”


Ezra kissed her then, letting her know it was completely okay.


He heard Sabine’s door open, but didn’t much care.


“Hera said it’ll be another… Oh. Oh. I’ll just…”


Cassian left, and Ezra couldn’t help but laugh against Sabine’s mouth. Sabine’s breath hitched in what might have been a pained giggle.


“You think he’ll tell anyone?” Ezra wondered.


“Well, he is a spy. Maybe he can keep this secret too.”


Ezra tilted his head, thinking hard. “Then again, it wouldn’t surprise me if Kanan already knew. You know, the Force and all that.”


“We’ll never live this down.”


“Oh, definitely not.”


“Good.”


Ezra kissed her forehead, then her nose, and then her lips again, all of it feeling so right somehow. All the while, he held the cold pac against her injured side.


“Hey, at least you were distracted,” Ezra supplied.


“Then keep me distracted.”


“Mm… You should probably rest. But I’ll stay with you. I promise.”


Sabine gave a small nod, and pressed her forehead to his again. It wasn’t till later that Sabine would tell Ezra that was a Mandalorian form of a kiss, of companionship, and it had helped her in so many ways.


End Notes


Oh my god, I can't believe I finally caught up. Don't start a challenge five days late, folks.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
























Run Away With Me
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/43005897.


Rating:
Teen And Up Audiences
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Category:
F/M
Fandom:
Star Wars: Rebels
Relationship:
Ezra Bridger/Sabine Wren
Character:
Ezra Bridger, Sabine Wren
Additional Tags:
Romance, Friends to Lovers, Fluff and Angst, Angst with a Happy Ending, Sort Of, Comfort, Kisses, Based on a song, Post-Episode: s04e01-02 Star Wars Rebels: Heroes of Mandalore, Secret Relationship, When Jedi have a bad feeling about this
Language:
English
Stats:
Published: 2022-11-11 Words: 2,584 Chapters: 1/1
Run Away With Me
by StarbirdRising
Summary


After Heroes of Mandalore, there's a little bubble of time before Ezra and Sabine return to Yavin. So much around them threatens to ruin the happiness they've found in each other. Ezra worries, and he wonders if there's a way to protect them. He has his own ship, and he sees this brief window of opportunity to save them both from whatever darkness they'll return to in the war, to save whatever hopes and dreams he has for the two of them. He makes his case to Sabine.


Based on the song "Run Away with Me" from The Mad Ones.


Notes


Ezra and Sabine consider an alternate future.
In this timeline, Ezra and Sabine were together for much of season 3, possibly broken up while she was on her own on Krownest, and then got back together after Atollon.


See the end of the work for more notes
“Wonder if I’ll ever come back again.”


At the time he hadn’t thought much of her words. Sabine was just thinking out loud, and even she didn’t seem to take them too seriously. Their conversation moved on and the evening moved on, but now…Ezra couldn’t move on.


His heart was thundering as he lay awake in the guest room on Krownest, tossing and turning under blankets that had at first seemed cozy but which now felt hot and heavy. Attempts at meditation and calming himself had failed. He was in full-on panic mode.


Throwing the blankets aside, Ezra made a decision and rose from the bed. Quickly he dressed, grabbed his weapons and the small bag that was already packed, and snuck out into the hallway.


With every ounce of stealth he had ever learned, Ezra tiptoed to the far end of the wing since both his plan and his self-preservation depended on it. When he finally reached Sabine’s door, Ezra waved his hand across the keypad and double checked the hall while it whooshed open. When he was sure that no one else seemed to be milling about, he silently exhaled in relief as he stepped inside and closed the door. Setting his bag and gear on the floor, he padded over to the bed. For a moment he watched her sleeping peacefully, and he second-guessed himself.


But the cold fear in his heart only tightened its grip, emptying his head of all rational thought.


Kneeling by the edge of the bed, he touched her shoulder and jostled her a bit.


“Sabine,” he whispered.


Eyes flying open, Sabine caught his hand and bolted upright. Ezra yelped and fell over with the strength of her grip and the force of her momentum as she sat up.


Sabine was scanning the dark room in order to identify her intruder when she heard Ezra groan from the floor. “Ezra!” exclaimed Sabine, releasing his hand and turning on the light. “What are you doing here?”


Ezra blinked in the now-illuminated room and sat up on his knees as he flexed the feeling back into his hand. Once his eyes adjusted, he looked up at Sabine on the bed and said, “Nothing. Nothing’s wrong. Don’t worry. We just…we have to leave.”


“Leave? Now? Why - are we under attack?” asked Sabine, somewhat alarmed. 


“Well, no. We’re not under attack. Not now anyway. But we need to leave,” Ezra said.


This was all too strange for Sabine in the middle of the night, and her suspicious glare was making Ezra regret not coming up with a better plan. “Ezra, we are leaving. In the morning. At a normal hour.” Yawning and scrubbing her face, she asked him, “What time is it anyway?”


Ezra shrugged sheepishly. “Ummm…oh…two…hundred…ish?”


Sabine rolled her eyes and dramatically flopped face down into her pillow. “Ezra,” came the muffled reproach as she pointed towards the door. “Go back to bed. Kanan is - eager - to get back to Hera, and he will not let us sleep in.”


“Well, you see, that’s the thing, though,” said Ezra, jostling her again to try to get her attention. “That’s why I’m here now.”


Sabine grunted in frustration as she looked up from the pillow. “Explain.”


Ezra was sweating a little from sheer nerves, but he summoned his courage and, with a deep breath, he took her hand in his as he said, “Run away with me.”


Her eyebrows shot up. “Whatnow!?” she asked, sitting up in the bed and snatching her hand back. “Run away with you? That’s why you want to leave in the middle of the night? Why? Where?”


Since she hadn’t exactly said no, Ezra became a little more excited about the idea. “Yeah. Yeah! Look - I know it seems crazy, but we’re already packed, and I have the gauntlet now, so we don't have to go back to base or anywhere we don't want to go. We can go anywhere we want! So let’s go, Sabine. Just you and me. We can decide where on the way.”


Sabine gaped at him. 


“Hold on. Hold. On! You’re right - this is crazy,” said Sabine, fighting a grin just a little bit.


“Is it? Is it really any crazier than anything else we’ve ever done?” Ezra asked, and she seemed to consider that for a moment. “But you know what is crazy, though? Me. About you.” He reached up to boop her nose but she deflected his hand. 


“Ugh!” she groaned. “Stop that right now. Your plan is crazy, and I am starting to think that you have cracked up a little bit. We can’t just go, Ezra” said Sabine, running a hand through her hair and avoiding his intense eyes.


“Why not? Who’s gonna stop us? We go off on missions by ourselves all the time. We can be on our own,” he said.


“Well…yeah…you’re right. We could. But…if we leave, what about Kanan?” asked Sabine. 


Ezra waved off her concern. “Pfft. He’ll be fine. Hera can come get him or she can have Zeb come out here in the Phantom. He’ll find his way home,” he said.


If Ezra wasn’t even concerned about leaving Kanan behind, then this wasn’t just some romantic gesture. Something was wrong. “Ezra,” said Sabine, trying to slow him down and talk some sense into him, “we are leaving. In the morning. We’re going to Rebel Command. We’re -”


“I know. I know!” interrupted Ezra as he sprang to his feet. He paced the room while she anxiously watched him fret. Suddenly, he turned to face her, hand grabbing at the back of his neck as he admitted, “But I don’t want to. I don’t think we should go to Yavin.”


“What!?” Sabine exclaimed. “Why?!”


Instead of answering her, he took to pacing again, so Sabine attempted some damage control. “Ezra, I thought we were all set on this. I’m happy to go back to the Rebellion, and I thought you were happy about it, too. What…what’s wrong with you, Ezra? Why don’t you want to go?”


Ezra froze, and in the silence she heard his breathing pick up.


“Because you said…” he replied, choking up. But then he composed himself as he faced her. “You said that you might never come back here. And I can’t stop thinking…about…that.”


Sabine’s expression softened, and Ezra stepped back towards the bed, falling to his knees again. Taking her hand and entwining their fingers, he pleaded with her. “Please, Sabine. Let’s just go. Anywhere. Just…say the word and we’ll be gone. We’ll just hide out and wait out the war.”


Smiling sadly, she worried about this sudden fear of his as she lovingly straightened a lock of his hair that had fallen out of place. She caressed the side of his face, and he nuzzled into her touch. “Where would we go? Hm? What would we do?”


His eyes closed as her thumb traced his cheekbone and his old scars. “We could be pirates,” he suggested. “I bet Hondo-”


“-I am NOT working with Hondo,” she protested, and he chuckled.


“Ok, but you’re missing out because Hondo is pretty entertaining,” said Ezra.


“Unh unh. Agree to disagree. Next suggestion,” said Sabine.


“Smugglers?” he asked.


“In a troop transport?” she contested. “I don’t think so.”


“Hey, if Hera can make a freighter into the galaxy’s best starfighter, then…” said Ezra.


“I think we both know that neither one of us is Hera,” she said matter-of-factly, and Ezra had to agree. He sighed and put his head on her knees and looped his arms around her. She combed her fingers through his hair.


“Fine. What about moisture farmers on Tatooine?” he suggested.


She huffed. “Please - I don’t think you are going to want to live in Hutt-space, Jabba. Besides, what do we know about farming?”


“Right. So...fry cooks? Bartenders? I know they say Nar Shaddaa is pretty rough, but I’d bet we’d be ok,” he said. 


“Oh, yeah, right. Because we would never be discovered on Nar Shaddaa. Ezra-”


“We could join the circus. Hondo once told me about this group of padawans who did something like that during the Clone War.”


“Ezra.”


“But if that doesn’t work out then, kriff, I’ve been a streetrat before. I could do it again if it meant-”


Sabine lifted his head in her hands and looked at him meaningfully. “If it meant what?” He swallowed hard and looked away, but she gently titled his face back towards her own.


“Ezra, you are and have always been the bravest person I’ve ever known,” she said quietly. “What is really going on here - what are you afraid of? Why do you want to run all of a sudden?”


For a long moment, he looked into her eyes. Then Ezra took her hands from his face and rose up on his knees to touch his forehead to hers. “Sabine,” he whispered, “things are so good right now. So good. You just got your family back. And I just got you back. And if we go to Yavin...we could lose all of it.”


Reaching up, he stroked her soft cheek with his knuckles and cupped her face. “If we run now, if we hide, then I could protect you. You could come back here whenever you wanted. And if we go now…we might actually have a shot at a life together.”


Somehow her heart was both thrilling and breaking at the same time. But it was too much for her. “You know I don’t need you to protect me, right?” Sabine said, wryly.


He smiled bashfully. “Yeah, but that doesn't mean that I don’t want to.”


“And I love you for it, jetii,” she said as she leaned in to kiss him.


“Soooo…is that a yes?” Ezra asked hopefully, kissing her again. 


Sabine shook her head. “No." Then she leaned away from him and squeezed his hands affectionately. “You know what we have to do, Ezra. I know you do. There’s no running from the Empire. We have to face it, we have fight it, and we can’t be afraid of what might happen. You know that.”


Ezra heaved a big sigh. “I know. I know you’re right. It’s just…


He trailed off, and she thought she saw him blushing a little. “Yeah?” she asked.


It was unfairly charming, the way that he grinned at her. “Well, it’s just that I have all these...plans...”


“Oh?” she asked, grinning along with him. “What plans?”


He interlaced their fingers again. “Oooooohh, you know. For you and me. Us. Those kinds of plans.”


“And do I get to hear these plans?”Sabine asked, arching an interested eyebrow.


“Noooooot if you’re not going to run away with me,” he said, giving it one last shot.


Sabine merely gave him a look, and he knew that was her final answer. Ezra sighed, resigned to her decision.


“Ok,” he said, looking down at their hands, clearly disappointed. “Ok, but…if we don’t go now...what if we never get the chance? What if we never get to plan for anything after Yavin?”


As he looked back up again, the full weight of her words came crashing down on her, and she knew, she felt exactly why he was so afraid. Sabine threw her arms around Ezra, holding him close, never wanting to let go. 


Speaking into his shoulder, Sabine hoped she sounded more confident than she felt. “Wasn’t it you who said that as long as we’re together then we’ve got a chance? Well, we’re together now, Ezra. We just have to hope that the rest will work itself out.”


Ezra just nodded as he held her. Then with a deep breath, he kissed her shoulder, and she turned to kiss his cheek as she sat up. Taking his hands again, she asked him, “Are you going to be ok?”


“Yeah,” he said. “Yeah, I’ll be ok. Thank you.”


He stood up and let her go. “I guess I’ll let you get some rest. Sorry…about the freak out.”


Ezra kissed the top of her head, and with one long last look and a smile he only ever smiled at her, he turned to leave, to grab his things by the door and head back to his room.
But before he could, Sabine’s hand shot out to find his again.


“Stay,” she said, surprising even herself.


“What?!” he asked her, eyes wide. “I can’t stay here! What if your family finds out?”


She rolled her eyes, but she didn’t let him go. “Ezra, I’m twenty years old. I left home five years ago, and I’m leaving again tomorrow. Who cares?”


“I do! I won’t have to worry about the Empire at all if your mom finds me here. And I like your dad and I think he likes me, but that would definitely change if he knew I was here,” Ezra sputtered out nervously.


Sabine sighed and stood up. As she put her arms around his neck, he pulled her close. “So…first you want me to run away with you, but now you’re afraid of my mother?” she asked with a smirk.


It was he who rolled his eyes this time, and she laughed.


“Well, in my defense, she is very scary,” said Ezra.


”Mmmm…no contest there,” agreed Sabine as she reached up and lightly kissed him.


“C’mon,” she said, sliding her hands down his arms and pulling him towards the bed. “Stay with me. It’s ok. It’s not like we’re going to do anything anyway.”


Ezra snorted. “Honestly? Still not doing a great job of convincing me to stay,” he joked, and she swatted him. 


Sabine climbed in while he toed off his boots and shrugged out of his jacket. He followed her under the covers while she turned off the lights.


They settled in under the moonlight, interlacing their fingers and gazing at each other.


Sabine reached up and traced Ezra’s jawline. “Tell me more about your plans,” she whispered in the dark.


For a while, they talked about the kind of future they might have: where they would live, what they would do, how many kids they would have, what their house would be like. Eventually, Ezra drifted off, comfortably wrapped up in her and their hopeful dreams. Sabine stayed awake for a while longer, her head on his chest, listening to the soothing sound of his breathing and the steady drum of his heart. Ezra was warm and safe and with her, so she buried her face in him to try to remember that.


Because if it was one thing she’d learned after living with Jedi for so long it was that they didn’t have these sudden worries about the future for no reason.


She snuggled in even closer to him, and Ezra shifted with her, rolling over and collecting her in his arms. As she settled down in his embrace, he peeked out from under an eyelid and smiled sleepily, content in the knowledge that he wasn’t the only one who wasn’t ready to let go of all he feared to lose. 


By the time the sunbeams replaced the moonbeams through the window, their fears were gone. 


Well, most of them. When Ezra awoke, he kissed her forehead and snuck out, back to his own room, just in case.


Sabine smiled as she watched him go, wishing in her heart of hearts that she’d run away with him.


End Notes


Seriously, please listen to Jeremy Jordan singing this song. You won't be disappointed.


A n y w a y...thank you for reading! I was so excited to share this one.
Please leave a kudos &/or comments!! They're like milk & cookies...or tacos & margaritas... :)


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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A bonding scene between Sabine and Ezra right after the episode 'Trials of the Darksaber'.


Notes


See the end of the work for notes
Sabine stood holding the darksaber in her hand. Kanan, Ezra and Fenn Rau all knelt in a circle around her, pledging their help.


She had felt small, overwhelmed by the tremendous responsibility she was given, but looking in the eyes of her friends, she felt strangely optimistic and empowered. Reuniting with her family and rallying other Mandalorians to join the fight against the Empire would be a harrowing task, she had no doubt about it. She had yet to confront the worst of her fears and her past mistakes, but she was committed now. Sabine had just poured out her story a moment ago, venting out years of guilt, frustration and hurt, and her friends had been nothing but supportive. She at least owed it to them to see this through as best she could.


Her insecurities overcame, her demons exorcised, she felt good, better than she had felt in years. Yet years of running and hurt cannot be cured in a single night. Lingering traces of doubt remained with Sabine even now. Combined with fatigue from lightsaber training, Sabine felt tired and vulnerable as the moment of her friends' support passed.


Kanan, sensing her inner turmoil, spoke up. 'It's been a long day. Let's all get some rest. We'll run through those saber forms again tomorrow.'


Her friends got up. Sabine lowered her arm, processing her thoughts.


Kanan put on hand on her shoulder again. 'You did good,' he said. 'I'm sorry about the goading and mocking from earlier, but it was the best way to get through to you.' He sounded unapologetic, but his tone was full of deep care.


'I know, Kanan,' Sabine replied, smiling wearily. 'I know.'


She wanted to thank him, but somehow she couldn't bring herself to say it. She was never good with handling her emotions, choosing instead to immerse herself in painting or explosives, or just be alone for a while. Now with her emotions out in the open, she felt different: out of her element, and unsure if this is what she wanted. She knew she needed to confront all the bad things from her past for what comes next, but how Kanan handled it was not the way she wanted it to come out. Maybe someday in the future she would understand his methods, but now all she felt was uncertainty and discomfort.


Sensing she needed time and space to digest it all, Kanan patted her shoulder and went back to his tent. Fenn Rau, after casting one long meaningful look at her, also retired to his. Ezra nodded and smiled half-heartedly before leaving her to her thoughts. Alone and exhausted, Sabine wandered aimlessly, her heart a knot of jumbled emotions.


She found herself back at the spot where she had sulked earlier in the afternoon, after Kanan had lectured her about discipline. Sitting on the side of a coral outcrop, she heaved a big sigh. The day had been full of ups and downs. Sabine had been training with Ezra since morning, and with the new vambraces Fenn Rau had given her, she'd beaten Ezra during the next sparring session and gotten a thorough scolding from Kanan, which led to a heated discussion with Ezra. Then she spent the rest of the afternoon realizing her mistakes and putting away her stubborn pride. After she returned, Kanan had taken it upon himself to train her with the darksaber and help her come to terms with her past, which left her here. Still reeling from the moment, and from her friends' support as well as memories of loss and betrayal brought back by her outburst, she struggled to contain her emotions. Tears welled in her eyes.


'Hey,' a voice behind her called out.


Sabine registered the kind undertone of her crewmate's voice. She'd never heard Ezra speak as gently as he did now. She blinked away her tears, and was at first tempted to wave him off, but then thought better of it. She'd lashed out and let out her worries to him earlier, and she didn't want to do that again.


'Hey, Ezra,' she replied, turning to face him.


'You okay?' he asked tentatively.


'Never better,' she remarked. She meant for it to sound sarcastic, but it came out weary and half-hearted.


'You…want some company?' Ezra asked politely.


Her first thought was to shun him. She was not some angsty teenager who needed a person to share her troubles, yet her session with Kanan had shown her that it's okay to let out the darkness once in a while. Ezra had always been a close friend, and after all they'd been through: the bonding, the missions, and the training the past few days, she'd learned to trust and respect his instincts. He had seen Sabine at her most vulnerable and the truth of her past, and he had not judged her at all. He was as good a sympathetic ear for her as one could get.


'Whatever, Ezra…sure,' she found herself saying.


Ezra approached, joining to sit next to her. Sabine shifted to make room for him. For a moment, neither of them spoke. Sabine stared into the darkness. The night was silent and still. Except for light coming from Chopper Base afar, the landscape was dark and motionless. Even the spiders that roamed the wilderness were at the moment nowhere to be found. All was peaceful and quiet.


It was Ezra who spoke first. 'You know, back when I was on my own, I used to go up to my tower whenever things look down. I'd look out the balcony and see the plains and the city, to try to figure things out on my own. Being out there, surrounded by everything, I just felt…clearer. Here on Atollon, it's a bit different, but still…I'd feel the same.'


Sabine took her time responding. Deciding to jump straight at the issue, she said, 'I'm sorry, Ezra.'


'For what?'


'About earlier,' she replied. 'For shutting you out when you were just being nice. For being a jerk when you…when you don't even have a family to go back to.' She lowered her voice.


'It's okay, Sabine,' Ezra smiled. 'You're not the only one who acted different when things get rough. The last few months…well, I'd gotten myself worked up after Malachor and been a jerk to everyone. You handled it much better than I did.' He paused for a while, then added, 'Did you blame me?'


'Well…not really. We're just glad you are yourself again.'


'Then I don't blame you either.'


The two shared an easy smile before looking away. Sabine was glad she hadn't messed up their friendship. A moment of comfortable silence passed between them.


'Kanan means well, you know,' Ezra said suddenly. 'I know what it's like back there, believe me.' He patted the back of his neck, then continued, 'When we were getting Tseebo away from the Empire, Kanan took me to that abandoned base with those nasty creatures, remember? You were there before we left. I was so hurt by what Tseebo said and so afraid of learning the truth that I refused to forgive him. On the base, Kanan asked me to connect with the creatures, but because of all those fears in my mind, I just couldn't do it. Kanan had to let me go out there alone, so I'm forced to admit all those to myself in order to connect to them and survive.'


Sabine chuckled weakly. 'Well, that sounds fun.'


Ezra snorted. 'Yeah, almost got chomped up. But that's what I've been trying to tell you.' His tone turned serious. 'Kanan can be a difficult teacher, but he cares a lot, and knows what to do to best help us. You'll do fine, and together, we'll figure it out.'


Sabine gave him a warm look. 'Thank you, Ezra. I appreciate it.'


'Anytime, Sabine.' She could tell he meant it.


'Except…after you came back from the abandoned base, I gave you a present, remember? So, if you're saying your experience is like mine…' She stood to face him, crossing her arms. 'Do you have something for me now?'


Ezra was taken aback. Here she stood in front of him, eyes twinkling, a teasing smile across her face. He knew she was just messing with him, but he didn't want to just blow it off. After all, the holodisk she gave him did mean a lot. It was a genuine gift, a piece of his past brought to him at a time of hurt and distress.


He thought for a moment, then said, 'Only my utmost and undivided loyalty.' He stood, and doing his best imitation of the protector Fenn Rau, he remarked, 'For what it's worth, I would follow you.'


He started to kneel, but Sabine elbowed him playfully.


'You are ridiculous, Ezra Bridger,' she laughed.


'Hey, maybe now that you started training with Kanan, you might actually be a challenge.'


'Yeah, you better worry, Jedi. Next time, you're going down.'


'Can't wait for that.'


They smiled, eventually sitting back down. For long, Sabine and Ezra sat in silence, watching the skies and enjoying each other's company before returning to camp together. Neither of them noticed the subtle shifts of the mass of corals they had just sat on, nor the benevolent face watching the two of them go with a smile, content that they've sorted out their problems.


Sabine was feeling utterly relaxed as they entered camp. She and Ezra have connected in ways they haven't before just now, and going back to their respective tents now seemed a little unfulfilling. She briefly considered inviting Ezra in for the night. She could indulge herself for once and satisfy her urges, and Ezra was as good as anyone, given how he felt about her. But after a while, she decided against it. Doing so would change everything between them, and Sabine knew that Ezra would want a follow-up and some explanation, and she didn't want to play with his emotions. He definitely deserved a partner who loved him deeply and understood what he needed. Sabine wasn't sure if she could be that person for him yet.


Maybe someday, Sabine thought. And so it was that Sabine gave her friend another light jab in the shoulder and told him good night. Lying down on her tent, Sabine fell into a deep slumber, resting better than she could remember in years.


End Notes


Having read so many Sabine/Ezra fanfiction over the years, I've decided to try my hand at one. As a first attempt at portraying these two characters, the dialogue was the most difficult part to get right. I wanted it to stay true to their dynamic and interactions in the show, especially at this stage of the story, where I think their bond takes on a whole new dimension, as Sabine and Ezra were both cured of their past wounds by Kanan. This brings them together more strongly, and I thought Ezra would like to share his experience with her, which is how this story came to be. There is a hint of romance in it, but the story is mainly focused on them finding their way and figuring things out.


I also decided not to have Sabine say thank you to Kanan yet, so that the ending scene in 'Legacy of Mandalore', when Sabine does finally thank him and give him a hug, carries more weight. It is common not to acknowledge tough love until later, when things turn out for the better and we recognize how much it has helped. One of the things I absolutely loved about Rebels is its ability to tackle real-life struggles and recast it in a Star Wars setting, giving it a fresh new look but also seamlessly remaining true what makes Star Wars special. Hopefully you will find this story fits nicely into the show.
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Summary


After the war against the Titans was settled, Percy Jackson and Annabeth Chase, the two most profound heroes of Olympus, were finally able to get some peaceful time.


One small problem; Percy is very much famous now, and Annabeth doesn't like the myriad of girls trying to get under his pants.
That's when Aphrodite comes to the distraught daughter of Athena with a proposal...


Notes


+)2022/09/25
I edited some tags and raised the rating to Explicit because I'd rather change the tags than change what I'm writing.


So, you know. Be careful.


A book appears unwelcomed
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
 


[Percy]


 


Whoever sent me this book knew very much about demigods.


You see, when you have ADHD, your first reaction to something labeled [Do not enter], or [Do not open], is to enter/open said place or door.


I think the only instruction I'd follow is don't smoke, because they generally taste horrible. 


So when I first found an unknown book on my cabin table, with [Do not read] written over the cover, my hands immediately went to open it.


Thankfully, I had a very smart girlfriend with me at the time.


"Stop." Annabeth grabbed my wrist and sighed. "What is that book?"


"No idea."


Her grey eyes looked at me, appalled at my apparent boldness—or idiocy; Annabeth preferred to use the latter.


Her arm wrapped around my waist and strengthened its grip as I stumbled in my place. I never realized how good her arm felt...


I dreamily considered rubbing it while Annabeth led me to my bed, all the while grumbling about...me, I guess.


"There are times when I wonder if you're smart or not, and there are times like this, Seaweed brain."


She carefully made me sit on the bed. I tried to lie down, but her arm around my waist firmly denied it.


"If you throw up while you're down by your back, you might suffocate from your vomit."


"That's not true," I whined.


Annabeth smirked and stroked the faint grey streak in my hair. Something I did the same with her hair.


"It is, Percy. That's one of the more underwhelming ways to lose a person. And I'm sure no one wants to see the hero of Olympus die like that."


"Mm-hmm."


By now, you would've caught on to what state was I in. If not, I'll tell you: I was drunk off a bunch of alcohol.


I haven't meant to be drunk, by the way. I'm a responsible drinker.


It just turned out that Triton was much better at drinking and much less responsible than I initially thought.


When I kept trying to lie down, Annabeth led my back to the wall and put a pillow behind it so I could rest more comfortably.


Annabeth sighed and tilted my chin up so that I won't dribble over my shirt before standing up.


"Sleep tight. And I'm taking the book."


"Why?"


"Oh, I don't know. Because it might be something dangerous? It's not like you read books, anyway."


"I read sometimes!" I complained like a child. Annabeth raised her eyebrow.


"What do you read?"


"The ones you recommend."


She smirked, planted a short kiss on my cheek, and left the room. The odd book in her hand.


That was my first encounter with the weird book.


If I knew who gave it to me and why I would've torn it to shreds without a second thought.


But then again, it did end up in my favor at the very end, so who knows?


 


 


* * *


[Annabeth]


 


Sometimes, people make mistakes.
And sometimes, I had to remind myself I was a human. 


I'm aware that I'm smart—there is no point in denying it, and I'm proud of it. Usually.


Finding the book on Percy's stand, however, was not one of those moments. 


Turns out, finding your boyfriend wasted and gurgling saltwater at the shore of Long Island sound was something to be considered lucky than anything.


You see, this book was...supposed to be a gift. A sign of gratitude. From a certain Olympian to the one who saved it.


Now, before I explained what it did; I'm not exactly proud of approving this. That already makes two things not to be proud of related to this book, but oh well.


 


"Think of it more like a leash, Annabeth."


"That's not a good comparison. I'd rather be the one holding if I can help it."


"Hmm, that would be interesting to see as well. But, I can guarantee that Percy would prefer the other way around."


"How do you know that? I'm his girlfriend."


"Well, for one, I'm the literal goddess of love. And if I know anything about the children of Poseidon, they don't like being held. 


They aren't particularly fond of holding things, but they certainly don't like being held by others."


"...So, I'll be keeping him by my side...by letting him get a hold on me."


"Now you're getting it! So it is a yes, correct?"


 


I know, that sounds fucked up. To a certain extent, I agree. I already told you I was not proud of it.


But being in a relationship with a worldwide hero is a lot more challenging than you'd think. 


A lot of people who didn't give him a second glance before suddenly develop an interest in him, claiming that 'They always had an eye out for him' or 'You are a lot cuter now that I think about it and other such nonsense. 


Let's not even get started on the ones who were rescued by him, I've lost count of various types of nymphs trying to 'pay their gratitude. 


Enough with the sexual allegories.


Needless to say, I was ticked off by every pathetic attempt at wooing over my boyfriend. 


I wasn't worried about getting cheated on.


Well...not (intentionally) getting cheated on. Percy would never do it on purpose. It wasn't in his nature.


However, He was fairly easy to manipulate if you played on his good side. 


If you forced him to do something against his will by a threat, he'd always find the best way out. 


On the other hand, if you asked him to do something against his will by coating it as a favor, it won't be too hard to convince him.


You see where this is going; there were too many girls swooning over him, and I can't scare them all away.


So I ended up agreeing with Aphrodite.


We'll give him a book—a book that was used by Ancient Greek patricians. 


It let the user control their slaves(or wives in some cases) by similar magic to charm speak, and they'd be more or less willing to do whatever the user wanted.


Aphrodite had said that she'd alter it to be more humane than 3 eons ago. 


We'll be able to set up rules beforehand to prevent it from being exploited, and the spell won't be too overbearing. I'd be able to resist if I don't want some...things to not happen.


Not that I mistrusted Percy, but I won't trust him enough to keep the book around. The only reason he still had his ballpoint pen was that it always returned to his pocket.


Anyway, due to the adjustments, this was supposed to take another week before it got delivered. So you'd understand why I was fairly horrified to find it just sitting on Percy's desk.


Again, thank gods that he was off his wagon.


Now in my cabin, looking down at this book, I wondered if this was a good idea.


Something just...didn't feel right. I tried to reach out to Aphrodite, but the Iris message said that she was absent. 


That, combined with the fact that it had [Do not read] written over the cover, told me she wasn't the one who sent this book.


All things considered, it'd be best if I just scraped the whole idea.


So what if Percy was a bit more famous with the girls than he used to be? We'd been through years' worth of life-threatening adventures. 


We'd be fine. I just need to be...less embarrassed about the whole, sex thing...


I threw the book into the fireplace. It caught in flames and turned to ashes in a couple of minutes or so.


Still, I'd be lying if I said there wasn't a tiny bit of regret. I wouldn't mind seeing what the Seaweed Brian would do with the book.


...For purely curiosity's sake. I was his girlfriend; it's not weird to wonder about things like that, right?


Pushing the complicating thoughts aside, I threw myself on the mattress a bit early. 


Maybe I should make him a blue pizza for his birthday, or something.


Chapter End Notes
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[Percy]


 


If I hadn't had a splitting headache from the hangover, I would have been more careful with the mysterious book.


Look, many people overlooked the fact that as the son of Poseidon, I was technically royalty in the sea.


And while being one came with some benefits underwater, I also had a reputation to uphold. Even more so against my father's other son Triton—who seemed to have a passive-aggressive rivalry against me.


I told him over and over that, I wasn't interested in inheriting my father's sea throne, but Triton didn't buy it for a second.


On the contrary, his speculation seemed to have solidified into certainty when I saved Olympus and also sat on Poseidon's throne.


So what ended up happening was that, whenever I get far out in the sea, he'd invite me to his palace and 'friendly welcome' my visit.


At least Amphitrite was kind enough to prevent any literal backstabbing. Out of the Big Three children, I could confidently say I got the best immortal stepmom.


Still, I had to sit through hours of Triton's best effort of subtly telling me that I'd better back off from my father's throne, which would always end in a huge feast.


And if you thought alcohols from the northern countries were strong, you haven't tasted some brands from underwater. Those things were toxic.


Anyway, the splitting headache meant that I didn't think twice about the 'Do not read' written on the book and flipped it open.


And what I found inside was truly something surprising.


 


==========


Congratulations, you have received the one and only, Book of Κύριος(Master)!


Many people will, and did, kill to get this book, so keep in mind that you shouldn't go around bragging about it.


The book is given to you. If you want to give up your position of it, you can't. It is yours.


This book would give you unlimited control over anyone you'd like as long as you know how to use it.


So before you start using it to its full extent, remember to read the rules attached to the next page! Have fun!


 


==========


 


I looked around the cabin, fully expecting the Stoll brothers or someone from the Aphrodite cabin to be sneaking a peak.


This had to be a prank from either of the two, right? I mean, Charmspeaking from the Aphrodite cabin was one thing, but a book that gives me complete control over others? 


That was some god-level power right there. No way it was real.


Still, I found myself intrigued. It's not like I was going to use it; I'm just checking what kind of nonsense was written on it.


The next page, however, had too many things written on it for my ADHD brain to sit tight and absorb.


I skimmed through it. From the geist of it, this is what I picked up:


Anyone whose name is written on the free pages will come to me at midnight. They would be in some sort of trance, and they'll listen to any command.


 


Pretty standard magic if you ask me. At least, in the media's eyes, this type of mind control existed around every corner.


Either way, I should probably take this to Chiron before anything I'd regret take place.


Before I closed the book, I flipped one more page. Just for the sake of it.


And to my utmost bewilderment, there was a name already written on it.


 


==========


 


Annabeth Chase


Status: Waiting for Punishment


Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


==========


 


Oh.


 


* * * 


 


Full disclosure; I didn't give the book to Chiron.


Before you call me out on this, give me a chance to explain myself.


...


...


Alright, I have nothing to say for my defense. 


But come on, the worst-case scenario is that this turns out to be a fluke, and whoever made this get a laugh out of it.


If this thing worked...well, I wouldn't take advantage of Annabeth by any means, but it would be amusing to see her do whatever I say. Especially when things are usually the other way around.


I took the time to read the rules properly this time. If I wanted to, I could lift the trance at any time.


And that's if this thing was real, which it had a fair chance it wasn't.


The ticking sound of the clock was the only noise I attended to as the time crawled towards midnight. 


 


Tick, tick.


 


I drummed my fingers on the side of my chair, trying(and failing) to not be intrigued.


 


Tick, tick.


 


That dam needle cannot be slower when you're waiting for something.


 


Tick, tick.


 


Finally, the three hands of the clock are inlined at the number 12. 


I stared at the entrance of my cabin. 


 


Tick, tick.


 


Nothing happened.


The second hand kept moving on. 


 


I relaxed against the back of the chair.


"In hindsight, I should've seen it coming."


I had to admit, it was a pretty good prank. I'll have to congratulate the Stoll Bros...before inviting them for a sparring session.


Pushing aside the slight disappointment, I slipped into my bed. 


I was just about to say light's out when the entrance of the cabin suddenly slipped open.


I sat bolt upright, my right hand jumped over to the ballpoint pen in hand. There was nobody inside my cabin aside from me, which wasn't a good sign.


My head went through the list of all the monsters Annabeth made me memorize, trying to remember which one had invisibility as a trait.


Then, something dropped onto the floor with the faintest noise. It was a very familiar Yankees Baseball Cap.


 


"I am ready to serve you, master."


 


Annabeth said in a dull, monotoned voice.


 


* * *


 


[3rd Person]


 


Percy stared at Annabeth for a full 10 seconds in utter shock, before managing to pull himself together.


Annabeth didn't move an inch; she didn't even blink, which Percy vaguely noted as creepy. But that didn't stop him from slowly approaching his girlfriend.


"Annabeth...?" He asked carefully.


Annabeth's grey eyes shifted to keep him in view, notifying them that she was listening. That also led Percy to notice that her eyes were strangely unfocused.


"No way..." He muttered. 


Carefully, he stepped closer to Annabeth and poked her cheek; something she immensely hated getting.


A firm frown appeared over her forehead, but all the while she let Percy's forefinger prod her face as much as he desired. It was much puffier than he'd expected.


Percy reached out for the book left on his stand.


 


=========


 


Annabeth Chase


Status: Waiting for Punishment


Currently present.


 


==========


 


Percy swallowed. 


At the word 'punishment', his teenage side started to unravel some of the more visceral ideas, and some of them were very tempting. 


The fact that Annabeth was wearing her sleeping outfits didn't help silence them. 


All she had on was a pair of ripped jean shorts that hardly went down half of her thighs. On the top, just a single white tank top. Nothing else. Thanks to that, Percy could barely make out where her nipples were.


It took him an immense amount of self-preservation to not try and poke at them.


As much as he was interested in the situation, he wasn't going to abuse it. 


"Annabeth Chase," Percy smacked his lips. After all these years together, it felt weird to call her by her full name. "I relinquish you from your trance."


Annabeth blinked. When her pupils reopened, her grey eyes were back in focus. 


Naturally, she looked around the interior of Cabin 3 with a confused frown.


"...why am I here? Percy—"


Percy was preoccupied with being rightfully proud of his moral choice to think of hiding the book. 


He quickly hid them behind when Annabeth raised her voice, but it was already too late.


"How did you get that book?!"


"Annabeth, let me explain first."


He tried to reason, too panicked to wonder how would his girlfriend know enough about this book to be shocked.


Meanwhile, Annabeth was frantically searching around her own body. 


A deep blush flared over her face as her creative mind pictured what could've Percy possibly done with her before she woke up.


Pushing aside the humiliation(and arousal), she stomped closer to her boyfriend and firmly grabbed both of his shoulders.


"Be honest; what did you do with the book?"


"Nothing much."


Annabeth internally smirked. She didn't expect him to spill the beans this easy, anyway. She looked into their sea-green eyes of Percy, trying to catch the signs of dishonesty.


However, there was nothing. 


Annabeth frowned.


"Really? You must have done something."


"Good to know that I'm being well-trusted," Percy muttered and guided Annabeth's hands off his shoulders.


"No, Wise girl. I poked your cheek once. That's it. Because I'm a responsible teenager and I do like it when you're conscious."


"You poked my cheek."


"Yes."


"And nothing else?"


"Nothing." Percy gave a reassuring smile.


Annabeth had to hold back her huff. 


She knew that Percy had made the morally correct choice, and she'd be lying if she said she wasn't touched by his words...


'...but seriously, that was it?' 


 


Now she felt pretty stupid. 


The book was initially her idea, the idea that came to reality after she agreed to the most obnoxious shipper in the whole universe, all because she wanted him to look at her. To learn what he wanted with her.


And now she found out that the answer was...nothing. Well, he wanted to poke her cheek. It was very underwhelming, to say the least.


Annabeth threw herself on one of the beds. She lay on her back and stretched out her arms, clandestinely showing off her well-tanned, fit body. 


"So, you just called me here to poke at my cheek?"  


"Shouldn't you be going back to your cabin?" Percy retorted.


Annabeth resisted the urge to punch through the cabin wall.


"You do know that I have to return to Olympus in a week, right?"


In typical fashion, Percy didn't pick up on the allegory. "What does that have to do with this?"


Annabeth grunted in a grudging acknowledgment that, it didn't.


Of all the times her boyfriend chooses to be logical, it's one of the worst times to be one: when she didn't want him to be.


However, what Annabeth failed to notice was that Percy was in a fierce internal struggle with himself.


He was practically torn in half; the more listful side of him was more than ready to jump on the same bed and pin his girlfriend down, while the more civil part held him back.


He wasn't specifically bright on every rule of Camp Half-Blood, but he was ready to bet couple dozen galleons that Chiron won't be happy if they share the same bed.


All in all, he had to get Annabeth out of his cabin. Better fast than late.


Thankfully, as grumpy as she was (for reasons Percy can't guess), Annabeth kicked her feet and sprang up from the bed. Percy threw her the Yankees Baseball Cap.


Annabeth caught it without effort, but instead of putting it on, she fidgeted with the edge of her cap.


"Did you write my name just to do nothing?"


"Well, I didn't write it, to be completely honest."


Annabeth's arm halted in mid-air.


"What?"


"It, kind of registered your name on its own for trying to destroy this?"


Annabeth frowned.


"Why would that be a function?"


"Why would it not? It's one of the sketchiest books I've ever seen."


Right then, Annabeth realized they were getting too close to the origin of the book, so she decided to conclude the matter with a shrug and a "Fair enough". 


'I'll have to talk with Aphrodite about the details of the book's functions...and how to convince that Seaweed Brain to use it.'


Annabeth thought to herself, put on the cap, and stepped out of the entrance.


And she immediately fell to the ground. Just like a puppet with its string cut loose.


"Annabeth?" 


Percy peeked out the entrance flap. Thankfully, the slightly flattened grass indicated where she was lying.


"Annabeth, what are you doing?"


He gently poked at what would be her sides with his finger. But there was no response from her.


Now generally concerned, Percy fumbled around the head area for a few seconds and took the invisibility cap off.


Annabeth was lying face down on the ground, unconscious. A quick check of the pulse and her breaths told Percy that she wasn't in any critical state. If anything, it looked like she dropped to sleep.


There was no way he'd make it to the Athena Cabin while carrying Annabeth without getting spotted by the patrolling Harpies. The cap's magic was strictly for one person.


Without any choice left, Percy carefully picked her up and lowered her onto one of the empty bunk beds.


He did his best to thwart another wave of hormone-induced thoughts raging in his head and sat down on his bed.


It didn't take a genius to guess what caused this sudden doziness to occur. Percy flipped open the book.


 


==========


 


Annabeth Chase


Status: Waiting for Punishment


Warning: Bypassing Punishment isn't allowed. Attempts to do so will result in a harder punishment being required.


 


==========


 


"...you've got to be kidding me."


Percy looked up at Annabeth. 


Her chest slowly rose and fell in sync with her near-silent breath. 


Those weren't the biggest he'd ever seen by a long shot, but exactly how big they were was always a mystery.


He quietly moved over to the bed she was lying on, turning out the lights just for the sake of it.


"...Hey, Annabeth." 


Annabeth didn't move. In no way did she make any indication that she heard him. Now that he was closer, Percy could once again fully witness the full body of his girlfriend.


Finally, he cast the cautions to the wind.


Percy carefully climbed over Annabeth. 


Just seeing his shadow creep over her unaware, sleeping face was much more arousing than he'd expected, but he didn't undo any clothes just yet.


He cupped one of her breasts in his hand and gave it a firm squeeze.


“Mnng...”


Annabeth's breath came out with a small moan. Percy instantly looked up, wondering if he went too far. However, Annabeth was already back to her usual sleeping breaths.


If he came this far, there was no reason to not go any further.


Percy leaned forward and put his head right next to Annabeth's right ear.


"Annabeth, if you don't wake up, I'm not going to stop."


Of course, Annabeth didn't respond.


First, Percy gently grabbed both of her wrists and put them stretching out over her head. Then he slipped his hands under the tank top, and slowly 


He could almost feel his mouth watering up as the distant moonlight shone on the toned abs and soon enough, a pair of plump fleshy fruits.


Percy reached out with almost zero hesitation, grasping them in each of his hands. 


Forget about size; they fit perfectly in his palms, which was good enough. And they were quite elastic as well. 


Before Percy knew it, his hands were lavishly groping them.


More moans slipped out of Annabeth's lips as a pair of hands groveled her mounds without mercy. 


Once every often, a finger would flick across the erect nipples, making the demigoddess hitch in her slumber.


After a few minutes, Percy took off one hand and put his mouth over the perk instead. He clamped the nipple between his front teeth, drawing out a high-pitched seal from above.


The hero of Olympus sucked and swirled his tongue around.


Every movement took Annabeth's breath higher; to the point where she squirmed on the spot, but now that wasn't hard enough to stop Percy.


After he had his fun out both jugs were tinged with red, the left one he had latched onto was wet and slightly swollen.


Annabeth was breathing more heavily than before, a blush across her face. As Percy looked intensively, she stirred in her place.


"...You're not asleep, are you?"


"..."


Annabeth seemingly didn't react.


Percy smirked. If that's how she wanted to play it, he had another trick up his sleeve as well.


"Annabeth Chase, revert into Hard-Trance."


"...!"


Annabeth fluttered her eye open, but it was too late. As soon as they were open, her grey eyes glazed over, and the obedient slave looked up with a blank expression.


"When were you awake?"


"I have been awake since you pinched my tits."


"Right. And you pretended to be asleep because...?"


"It was humiliating and...intriguing."


"That's an odd way to put it. Good to know."


Percy lifted the trance again, and Annabeth gasped out loud.


"—wait, oh gods."


Successfully putting two and two together, Annabeth puffed up her cheeks in mild frustration as Percy grinned down at her.


"Did you seriously use the 'master-slave' gimmick to get the truth out of my mouth?"


"I'm more surprised you managed to guess that straight away."


Annabeth rolled her eyes and grumbled under her breath, but she couldn't hide the slowly spreading grin across her lips.


The daughter of Athena crossed her arms in an apparent gesture of annoyance. What it actually did was lift her already savaged chest for her master to observe.


"So, master; you've figured out your measly slave's trickery. What should I expect from you next?"


She asked with a not-so-innocent grin.


Percy raised his eyebrow, taken aback at how she was much more invested in the situation than he was. 


Still, there weren't going to be any complaints.


"Well, you require a punishment. I might as well get some enjoyment out of it."


"Oh. Wasn't doing this not enough?"


Annabeth jiggled her bruised bosoms up and down. Percy restrained his hand from grabbing it again and gently shoved her off the bed. 


Annabeth let herself get rolled off, landed on her legs, and neatly kneeled in front of her master.


"You know what to do," Percy said.


To clarify, they never had this exact type of interaction beforehand. On the other side, they knew each other too well that, yes—Annabeth knew exactly what to do.


She reached out, undid the belt around the waist, and with Percy's assistance, dragged down the entire lower clothes in one go.


"You know, it would be hotter if you only used your teeth."


"I'll keep that in mind for later."


Annabeth briefly winked before lowering her gaze to the main course settled between the legs.


She couldn't tell how big it was compared to others; mostly because she never saw anyone else's in real life. Still, Percy wasn't falling behind any pornstars she'd seen, which was an impressive feat in itself.


Annabeth put one hand under the erect cock and gently lifted it. 


She could feel the singing heat against her palm. Its odd sense of pulsation made her giddy, of all emotions; as if she was holding a Christmas Present, and couldn't wait to enjoy it.


Percy bit back a soft groan as Annabeth started her work by pressing her lips against the tip. That act alone made it jerk up into full erection, but his Wise Girl was just getting started.


Her callused hand enclosed around the base, keeping it in place as she gradually marked her way down the shaft with her lips.


Annabeth smirked to herself as she went steadily down. She could feel the shudder coming from Percy, and she cherished every moment of giving him the pleasure he deserved.


All the while, her unattended hand snaked down her exposed abdomen and under her shorts, when it was suddenly yanked away.


Annabeth looked up in surprise to see Percy playfully tsked his tongue.


"This is supposed to be a punishment. You can't have everything your way now, can we?"  


A firm grasp around her wrist. Annabeth opened her mouth to complain, but Percy silenced her by pressing the tip of his cock against her lips.


"You're not in a position for any protests."


Annabeth shuddered in her spot. A small hum of whimper escaped through her as she felt the tip slip into her mouth.


Percy wasn't being overly cruel, or overly caring. He was the exact same as he always was—the same slightly idiotic, sometimes snarky Seaweed Brain.


Only now he was bossing her around while they were both half naked in a dark-lit room. 


The situation sent a jolt through her nerves like no other.


When the tip prodded at her lips and wordlessly demanded entry, Annabeth submissively parted them and let it slip inside like the good girl she was.


"Mnng..."


She groaned when the tip scrapped her oropharynx. There were still a good few inches of the length left, even without counting the base where she had her hand around.


This time, Percy didn't bother to hold back on his sigh of relief. 


The feeling of his Wise Girl's hot, wet oral slowly covering his cock was something else. Not to mention how she went crossed-eyed when the tip brushed against the back of her neck.


Then, he felt Annabeth discreetly remove her hand from around his cock. He didn't know why, but in the spur of the moment, he snatched it before it could go anywhere.


"No pleasuring yourself, remember?"


"Hnngh...!" Annabeth seemed to protest.


Perhaps that wasn't her intention. But they both knew it didn't matter; if the master wanted the hands to be held, then they were going to be held.


Percy made it clear by reinforcing the grip around the wrists of his girlfriend, unknowingly sending another quiver down her spine.


Annabeth scooted forward an inch or so on her knees, then started her descent down the pole. 


She did her best to bypass her gag reflex trying to spit out whatever was entering over her tongue, aided by the small groans and moans of satisfaction from her master.


When she swallowed it whole, she held the place and looked up. The room was almost pitch black, to the point where all she could see was the pair of scrunched-up sea green eyes looking down at her.


Annabeth smirked up at him, which was both her best move of the night and the biggest mistake.


Percy felt the imaginative string of patients snap when the stormy grey eyes smirk up at him. 


At the very back, he reminded himself that Annabeth likely wouldn't have meant to belittle him, but again, that didn't matter.


Within a blink of an eye, Percy gripped the back of his slave's head and started to forcefully move it up and down at top speed.


Annabeth didn't even realize her hands were free. Her world became a misty blur as her eyes teared up, gasping and spluttering for air while her heart went a million miles per hour.


The constant short-winded whimpers and splutters and a raspy voice occasional gasping "Please"s pleading for who knows what was too much of an incentive for Percy.


He felt the climax rapidly drawing, and thrust in as deep as possible right before he let loose. 


They both screamed as they reached their climax. 


Annabeth felt globs of thick, hot liquid slide down her throat. It wasn't the best thing she had in her mouth, but she swallowed it for the sake of it.


When Percy slumped back down on the side of his bed, Annabeth slowly retracted herself back, finally letting the length out of her throat with an audible 'pop'.


Percy flopped down and quickly snuck under the blanket. He couldn't be bothered with pants at the moment. 


After coming down from her highs, Annabeth also crawled onto the bed, kicking off her lower garments on the way.


For the longest moment, they didn't say anything. 


Annabeth snuggled close to her boyfriend as close as she could, leisurely grinding her wet folds against one of his legs.


Percy mumbled incoherent words and tightened his arms around Annabeth's waste. The demigoddess gasped ever so slightly as a warm sausage slowly grew against her lower back.


Disregarding her fatigue, Annabeth looked over her shoulder at Percy.


"Do you want to go another round?"


Percy matched the grey eyes staring at him. He pondered the option for some time, but he eventually shook his head.


"Nah."


Annabeth stifled a yawn, more glad than anything. She turned around so that they were facing each other.


"That was a bit extreme for the first blow job, don't you think?"


Percy shrugged, trying not to focus too much on the visible cleavage or how one of Annabeth's hands was slowly closing around his stiff wood.


"Well, I said in advance; it was supposed to be a punishment, remember?"


Annabeth shot a playful glare over her shoulder. Percy couldn't help but grin, at least until Annabeth grasped his rod a bit too hard as a warning before letting it go.


"We can work it out. I might've...gotten carried away." 


"Because I was so good?" Annabeth asked with a grin.


"I guess. I don't have any prior experience to compare."


Annabeth scoffed, but the smile on her lips didn't go away. 


It may have been not exactly what she had imagined, but the book seemed to have worked out in the end.


Soon enough, the couple fell into a deep slumber; both of them were fairly satisfied on their first jump to 3rd base.


However, there was something they had forgotten.


A distant breeze of cold wind blew in through the small gap of the entrance flap. The page of the book on Percy's stand flipped over.


 


==========


 


Annabeth Chase


Status: Waiting for Punishment


Warning: Bypassing Punishment isn't allowed. Attempts to do so will result in a harder punishment being required.


 


==========


Chapter End Notes


Well, that was my first smut. I don't know if it is any good or not, so I would appreciate some feedback. (Because this would probably be the more tamer smut scenes)


Or any of the other questions you might have, don't restrain from asking away. Or insulting, whichever you feel is needed.
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Morning walk goes horribly wrong
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
[Percy Jackson]


 


Nothing caps off an amazing morning like waking up shirtless in bed with your naked girlfriend.


Until your sense of smell catches on, that is.


Our first attempt at a morning kiss was bested by our horrible breath. No offense to Annabeth, but Smelly Gabe's boots had better stench on a sunny day.


Though I didn't say any complaints, Annabeth was considerably distraught while we each put on clothes.


"Come on," I tried to reason with her, "A simple toothbrush can solve that. You don't have to be anxious about it."


"I know. It's just..." 


After a second or two of pause, Annabeth gulped down whatever she was going to say and shook her head.


"No, you're right. It's a simple problem."


"Come again?"


She raised her eyebrow; it was dastardly sexy when she was yet to wear any shirts.


"It's a simple problem?"


"No, before that. I was what?"


Annabeth pulled a face and planted an impish kick to my calf. I returned with a firm slap on her rear end as she put the tank top over her head, which made her yelp.


"Since when did you have the guts..." 


She grumbled as we both entered the bathroom.


It was since she kneeled in front and sucked me off, but I didn't say that.


...


...


"Hey, remember when I was shorter than you?"


"Oh, fuck off, Jackson."


Annabeth snarled with toothpaste foam gurgling out from her mouth. 


As she quickly ducked over to the sink to spit them out, I had to retain my smirk as best as I could. 


There was a time when I was a couple of inches shorter than Wise Girl here. Now, I'm proud to say that the height situation was in reverse. If I could brag more, I'd even go as far as to say that the gap is bigger now than when we were 12.


I rested my arm on top of Annabeth's head to prove my point. She slapped it away with a disapproving glare, which would've been enough to stop my goofy actions.


But somehow the glare felt a lot less intimidating now. Annabeth must've realized it too; she was smart after all. And the realization sank in.


"Oh gods, it's because I sucked you off isn't it?"


"Maybe."


"Di immortals. We're getting rid of the book. Now."


I turned off the tap and wiped my mouth to hide the grin.


"Yeah, good luck with that. It worked wonders when you tried it last time, didn't it?"


Annabeth aimed for another kick at my calf, but this time I slipped out of the way as she threw her toothpaste at my back.


 


* * *


 


[Annabeth Chase]


 


Today was just not my day. 


Waking up with the most horrible breath I've ever had was only the beginning.


I knew that the whole point of giving Percy the book was to let him 'get a hold of me, but it seriously didn't fit within my nature.


Then again, I suppose Percy had been putting up with me being in charge without much complaint. 


So I was willing to let him hold the rein for now. I could always talk it over with Aphrodite, and I was more than positive that Percy wouldn't want to go full-dominant in our relationship.


But that idea was challenged when he stopped me from leaving his cabin.


“What do you mean I still have to be punished!?”


I shouted, a bit more fiercely than I intended.


Percy backed away with both of his hands up. He looked confused as I was, but also very much less distressed in comparison.


"I don't know either. It says here that you're still for a punishment."


"Let me look at it."


Percy handed the blasted book over. I flipped over the cover, but it was empty. I flipped over the page. Still empty.


This Seaweed Brain suddenly snapped his fingers while I frantically flipped over the pages.


"Oh right. Ahem—I permit Annabeth Chase to look at the content of the book."


He shrugged his shoulder when I looked up at him with a frown. 


"The book is not the most convenient thing in the world. It's default setting is that only the owner can see what's written in it."


"I see."


Most likely because it is based on a magical artifact used in Ancient Greek, by people who treated slaves like...well, slaves.


If Percy had taken full advantage of the book, I would've become a full-on submissive concubine, doing whatever he said without an ounce of hesitation.


Quite bone-chilling, isn't it?


But if you can't trust this guy, then you're living a very scoundrel life in my opinion. 


Anyway, now that I was granted the 'permission', I easily located my name on one of the pages.


==========


 


Annabeth Chase


Status: Waiting for Punishment


Warning: Bypassing Punishment isn't allowed. Attempts to do so will result in a harder punishment being required.


 


==========


 


"Damn it. Now what?"


From what Percy said, unless the punishment was fulfilled, I couldn't go further from him more than roughly 3 feet. 


Sure, we were officially dating, but that didn't mean we could be always together. The dining pavilion was one of the many examples; which meant we had to solve this problem before breakfast.


"What does even qualify as a punishment? Did the book specify?"


Percy frowned and tapped the side of his head. After presumably rummaging through his memories, he shook his head.


"No. But I guess we could ask it."


"Ask?"


"Yeah. Come sit."


Being one of the more vacant cabins meant that there were not too many options for places to sit.


So when Percy took the only stool in the room, I sat on his lap. He didn't complain, only wrapped his left arm around my waist and put his chin on my shoulder before laying the book on the desk.


"So, if I write a question on the book—"


Percy scribbled “How do I enslave other girls?” on an empty page. I frowned at him, to which he huffed indifferently.


"It's just for a showcase Annabeth, jeez. It answers the question when I write it down."


Sure enough, words started to appear on the page as if someone invisible was writing on them.


 


==========


 


To enslave a girl, you have to write their full name on the book. 


If successful, the default setting would have them come to the owner at midnight in Hard Trance. Be warned that beings with stronger willpower might not be fully entranced.


 


When the trance is settled for a means of punishment, however, there won't be any exceptions or leeways.


 


==========


 


"Huh. Never seen the last paragraph appear before." Percy muttered. "So you had no chance to resist from the beginning."


"Yeah...I guess..." I frowned at the book.


Something was off. 


I didn't ask Aphrodite to make an artifact this powerful. 


And the way it specified 'beings with stronger willpower' didn't sit too well with me either. It was as if the book was implying that it was possible to get higher beings under control.


I'll have to ask her about this when I reach the goddess.


"Well, anyway. Let's ask the question we need answering."


Percy wrote “Define punishment”, which wasn't a question but it seemed to work anyway. 


 


==========


 


A punishment is accepted when the slave receives remorse and shame from it. 


 


If the term wasn't satisfied, whatever action that may have been aimed to be a punishment won't be confirmed.


 


==========


 


"What is this bull—"


Percy gently covered my mouth before I could finish swearing. I let myself get held back, just to refrain from ripping off the page.


Percy was frowning down at the page as well.


"So...what say you?"


I let out a huge sigh. It was nice that he considered my opinion. The depressing part is that my opinion counted very little in this matter, to begin with.


"I for one don't enjoy having an impending doom dangling over my head. Let's get it over quickly."


Percy swallowed deeply.


"Alright," His voice sounded very nervous all of a sudden. "But what would it be?"


I raised my eyebrow. "I doubt anything I'll come up with would qualify as a punishment."


"Yeah, that's a good point..."


Percy trailed off into his thoughts. I waited with not too much concern. I honestly doubted Seaweed Brain can come up with something dastardly.


...or so I thought.


 


* * *


[3rd Person]


 


After a good few minutes, Percy decided what he would do. 


Annabeth had lost most of her confidence during that time, as his expression gradually lighted with more maliciousness than usual.


"No hard feelings, right?"


"Kind of redundant to ask beforehand, but fine. No hard feelings."


Percy grinned like a fisherman who just caught the biggest fish he'd ever seen. It sent a familiar shivering spectacle down her spine. 


Annabeth was surprised to find that, as concerned as she was, there was a matching amount of anticipation building inside herself.


She was curious about what Percy was thinking. About how far her boyfriend/master would go to humiliate her. To discipline her. 


The faintest moan of anticipation escaped from under Annabeth's breath as Percy showed his usual grin. Only, it had a sadistic edge in her eyes.


"Stand up."


The daughter of Athena complied, practically shuddering with excitement as a pair of emerald eyes looked up and down her body hungrily.


"Now, you get down to your birthday suit; and try to be more entertaining than your everyday undressing."


"Yes, sir." 


Anabeth didn't know where the 'sir' came out from, but judging by the noticeable twitch around Percy's crotch area, she guessed that he liked it a lot.


Now, being a daughter of the smartest Olympian, period, meant that she knew a lot of things. However, how to make an impressive strip show was not one of them. 


Still, Annabeth gave her best shot.


She started by hooking her thumbs under the straps of her top and slowly pulling them off her shoulders. 


The white top teetered on the edge of slipping all the way down to her ankles, so she quickly hugged her stomach. A fair amount of her bust was now exposed. 


Annabeth could feel Percy eyeing them; especially around her cleavage, where her nipples were a few inches away from being revealed.


She let the top slip down a bit more, just to turn around at the last moment, knowing that would agitate him.


Percy also noticed that Annabeth was toying with him. Though he was more than positive that he had the upper hand in the surprise factor.


He watched intently as Annabeth's hands slid to the jean shorts, her upper cloth finally falling to her ankles, and slowly worked them down until she was bare.


Annabeth swept her hand up to her hair as she spun around, giving her one audience a full shot of her body, and did her best seductive wink.


"How's this for performance, sir?"


Percy realized that he had been chewing at the edge of his lips out of anticipation. It took more patience than he was willing to admit to not pounce like an animal right then and there.


Instead, he tossed a cluster of things at her arms. When Annabeth looked down at what she caught, the devious smile on her wavered.


"This...this is quite daring..." She looked up with uncertainty. 


Percy wrinkled his nose, more out of his own doubts than disapproval.


"To be fair, I'm not sure how to humiliate you. That's one thing I never had to think about."


Annabeth looked down at what was in her arms.


 


-Her invisibility cap


-A black leash with a collar at the one end


-A ball gag


 


It wasn't rocket science to figure out what Percy was planning to do. 


A small whimper escaped through her throat as Percy grinned.


"Let's go for some early morning walk, shall we?"


 


* * *


 


Percy Jackson slid the entrance flap to the side and walked outside. 


It was a nice day for a walk. Perhaps a bit chilly.


The sun was squandering behind the high array of mountains. A faint morning mist hung close to the ground, the cold clear air of your typical winter filling his lungs.


Any passersby would guess Percy's deep breath as a normal, morning greeting routine.


After looking around thoroughly, Percy was exceptionally glad that no one was outside just yet.


"I think we're clear."


"Good." 


Annabeth peered out of the cabin entrance. 


She looked around herself, making sure that her precarious master didn't make any mistakes, only to get tugged on by the leash around her neck.


She winced and tumbled forward a few steps, revealing her naked body to the outside of the world.


Annabeth shivered at the cold air, and the aspect of showing her nude to the public. The latter sent a familiar trickling sensation down her back.


Still, Annabeth put on her usual ticked-off expression and crossed her arms. She wasn't going to let on that she was enjoying it much more than she wanted to. 


"I never figured you'd have this sort of kink, Seaweed Brain."


Percy returned a smirk, immediately seeing through her thin mask.


"Oh, so it isn't that you're enjoying this more than I am?"


"Obviously." 


Annabeth huffed. Although she didn't usher a complaint when Percy signaled her to go down to her knees.


The daughter of Athena went lower until she was down on all fours like a good pet. Percy walked around, leash in hand, to get a full view of her rear. To no surprise, her lower lips were already wet.


"Do I have to put on a gag too?" Annabeth asked from the front, and Percy tore his eyes away from the clamp.


"If you're confident that you can hold back your moans. Or do you want to get caught like this?"


He rubbed the damp fold with the edge of his shoe, drawing a hitched breath from his slave.


 


His Slave.


 


Percy grinned at the idea. 


Annabeth was waiting with her mouth agape, prepared to be gagged. 


He slipped the red plastic ball into her mouth and strapped it tightly around her jaw, then stepped back to admire his work.


"I wish I could use a camera right now."


Annabeth grunted indignantly.


Refraining from stalling any further, Percy put the invisibility cap over her and started to walk to the lake.


They would go to the forest side of the lake and then come back; it was the fastest route to the lake.


Percy chose to make the walk to the lake because that would mean they'd have to pass all of the camps at least once.


 


The early mornings of the camp were silent. 


Percy could hear Annabeth's hands and knees ruffling the grass, her tremblings from either excitement or humiliation, and the occasional gasps when a rather tall bush brushed past her privates.


Just imagining what Annabeth would look like as they walked was more than enough to get the new master aching under his jeans.


On a similar note, Annabeth was having the time of her life. It wasn't in the way she imagined, but somehow it was also inlined with her desires.


Unlike anyone else, Annabeth could still see her body. When she looked down, she could see her firm breasts and thick thighs shyly trudging along wherever her master was hauling her along.


The freezing air clung against her skin. Annabeth quivered every time a small breeze passed down her back.


"Hello, Percy. Up early?"


Percy stopped in his tracks. Annabeth barely swallowed her yelp, now very glad that the red ball gag was blocking her mouth.


Percy quickly put on a smile at the sudden guest.


"I get up early sometimes, you know."


"Right." Kaite Gardener rolled her eyes. She was wearing a simple green dress that didn't leave too much to imagine.


Annabeth's heart thumped in her chest every time the green eyes seemingly landed on her. Thankfully, Kaite didn't see through the magic of the cap, and her gaze quickly reverted to Percy.


"I'd suppose Annabeth would be breathing down your neck about a lot of stuff."


Percy tightened his grip around the leash, making the girl in question softly moan.


"Uh, yeah. Sometimes. I'm just out for a walk at the moment, though..."


Oddly, Kaite closed her eyes and took a sharp, shaky breath before managing a smile. A faint blush was across her cheeks.


"I...see. Well, it would be nicer if you come out for walks more often."


Kaite gently tapped on Percy's shoulder before strolling off toward the Strawberry fields. Annabeth heard a faint buzzing noise as she passed by.


After making sure she was gone, Percy was about to walk forward again. But Annabeth didn't budge when he pulled along; instead, a short three tugs came from the back.


Before they began, Annabeth suggested they make a signal system in case she needed to communicate.


 


One tug meant she wanted to go back.


Two tugs meant she needed to go to the bathroom.


 


And Three tugs were something Percy decided as a joke, to which Annabeth called him a pervert and claimed she'd never use it.


"Look who's the pervert now..." He whispered, making Annabeth whimper through her gag.


Percy looked around, once again making sure there weren't any spectators, before reaching out and taking off the cap.


Annabeth was in a squatting position with her legs wide open, her hands trailing down her stomach to the pussy that was already soaked wet.


The pair of grey eyes looking up with longing, begging for permission was too much for Percy. A lesson she had learned from last night.


Without ushering a word, he slipped his pants to bring out his fully throbbing erection. That was the hottest approval Annabeth could have ever hoped for.


They started to work on their pleasures, using each other as a showcase to fuel the burning lust raging inside them.


Percy pumped up and down his shaft faster than ever before, the sight of Annabeth moaning and whimpering through her gag as she dipped her fingers in and out between her legs rapidly pushed him toward the climax.


Right when he was about to hit the edge, Percy reached out and grabbed a fistful of blonde hair and forced the blondie's face up.


The action pushed the demigoddess over the cliff. 


She wailed loudly against the red ball over her mouth as clear liquid squirted out from her lower lips. 


Annabeth flopped down by her back, trembling from the high, and watched her master carry out the last few pumps until the final grunt escaped through his gritted teeth.


"Mmm..."


Annabeth let out an elongated groan as she felt heavy drops of girthy white semen splash her face, her breasts, and even down to the entrance of her lower lips; marking to whom this body belonged.


The daughter of Athena was left lightheaded as she kept letting out low moans as she rubbed it over her body like a lotion, and traced the slightly swollen lips with her fingers, recalling the taste from last night and internally cursing that she couldn't get another sample of it.


Percy was dazed as well, dully watching Annabeth squirm on the ground like a giant dog while tugging on the leash for no reason at all.


In the end, he managed to pull through his stupor and gave a more definitive tug, prompting Annabeth to be back up on her four legs, and he put the cap back on.


"We should hurry if we want to make it to the breakfast." 


The rest of the walk was much faster-paced than before. It certainly helped that after his first ejaculation, they had a much clearer head.


Or at least, Percy did.


Annabeth was rapidly getting drunk with the musky scent covering her body. 


Her skin felt hot as if she caught a fever(which was somewhat likely). The area between her thighs ached tantalizingly as the memories of last night—specifically getting her throat roughed up—haunted the former prideful counselor of Cabin 6.


She just couldn't resist fantasizing about how it would feel when the main course of action eventually take place.


In fact, she was so immersed in her thoughts that she didn't realize Percy had stopped and bumped into one of his legs.


"We're here," Percy said.


The daughter of Athena looked around. They were indeed at the forests side of the lake, where it was covered by woods from the view of the camp.


"So, what do you want to do?"


Annabeth felt the cap getting removed and looked up. She wasn't aware of what she looked like, but Percy couldn't resist a gulp at the state of the once proud daughter of Athena.


The grey eyes were out of focus immersed in lust, a single line of drool was dribbling under her chin, and finally, her entire body squirmed as Percy scanned up and down.


"If we go back now, we might make it just before the early birds wake up—"


Annabeth interrupted him by tugging on the leash three times.


Percy, failing to repress his smirk, sat down at the edge of the lake, grabbed her back neck by the collar like a cat, and dragged her onto his lap.


From where they sat, Annabeth could see the reflection from the calm surface of the lake.


A naked blondie was sitting on someone else's lap. His hands were forcefully spreading her legs wide open, revealing her wet folds to the air before trailing down to it.


Annabeth's hands went down as well, reaching for the firm bulge of the jeans and fumbling with the zipper. She felt someone undo the ball gag from behind, letting it fall over her chest and onto the ground.


A low moan escaped as soon as her mouth was free...


 


 


 


 


 


Annabeth realized something was horrifyingly wrong, followed by Percy having the same breakthrough a split second later. 


The couple was about to turn around to see the owner of the 5th hand, but before they could, the sweetest, most intoxicating voices hissed like a small breeze across the forest.


"Nobody makes a sound, or moves unless I permit it..."


Instantly, both of their bodies froze on the spot. Annabeth recognized what it was; Charmspeak.


The voice laughed softly, making her skin trickle uncomfortably.


"You can turn around if you want."


Annabeth whipped around as soon as she was able to.


"Hi~" Drew Tanaka wiggled her fingers in greeting.
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"Oh, this is so exciting." Drew purred, eyeing her newly caught prey.


"Percy Jackson and Annabeth Chase? Who would've thought you two were in to..."


Her sentence trailed off as the daughter of Aphrodite let out a small squeal of excitement. If Annabeth could have said anything, she would've said that it sounded like a pig.


"..."


However, all she could manage was to try to look angry while her inside was in total chaos. 


It was hard to resist mind-control like Charmspeak when you were in a pain—and it was even harder to not panic when you were caught in the middle of the action while naked.


Drew's smile grew slightly wider. 


"Oh, right. I forbid you from talking, didn't I? Silly me. Now come here, would you Darling?"
 
She beckoned with her forefinger. Against her own judgment, Annabeth's legs moved forward until she was standing right in front of the beckoner.


Drew inspected the full nudity of the heroine of Olympus; It was a nicely tanned, well-fit body with firm breasts, and completely deprived of any hair under the neck.


She was going to enjoy breaking this bitch down.


The first thing the mischievous girl did was reach out and grab the leash hanging from Annabeth's neck, forcing her to bend over her lap.


Annabeth shuddered as a soft hand caressed her rear end. Drew snickered and gave it a playful slap—drawing a satisfactory gasp out from the Cabin 6 counselor.


"I suppose you are aware that I've always hated your guts, yes?"


Drew brought her hand down again. This time, Annabeth had mentally braced for the impact thereby minimizing the reaction. 


It worked well enough, but that small resistance 
only triggered her punisher to grab her by the neck and yank it upwards.


A pair of dark brown eyes stared down at the blonde with a malicious glint. Annabeth wondered if that was what she looked like while she made specimens out of insects. 


"You think you're so much better than the rest of us, don't you? Well, see where you are at now; bent over my lap naked, like a bitch!"


Smack!


Annabeth gasped out as a particularly nasty slap landed on both sides of her bottom, making them jiggle significantly. 


She tried to make eye contact with Percy, mostly because Drew wasn't paying any attention to him—if there was any chance at turning the tables, he had it.


But the Seaweed Brain didn't do anything, even though his eyes were locked on the scene. Annabeth didn't care if he was horrified or aroused at the situation; either option was frustrating at the moment.


Meanwhile, Drew was thoroughly enjoying the small power trip she had.


"What's wrong, can't think of anything smart to say?"


Another hard smack. Annabeth whimpered in despite of herself.


Drew couldn't contain her snicker. She desperately wished she had a camera because seeing Annabeth Chase naked, panting and whimpering on your lap, with her ass coated with red slap marks was a sight to behold.


Still, after a few more slaps, it quickly got old to her. It didn't help that her divine parentage made her crave something new every 10 minutes or so.


Luckily for her, she knew exactly what to do next.


Drew pushed the semi-limp body upwards until the slightly swollen ass was in the middle of her lap.


She noticed with delight, that the pussy underneath the ruffled buttocks was already dripping wet.


"Isn't this a pleasant surprise?" Drew jeered. "I should've known you were a masochist, you dirty slut!"


Annabeth gasped as she felt a pair of silky smooth fingers slip into the entrance. It didn't help when her brain stupidly remarked that this was the first time someone else was fingering her.


Was she a masochist? For the love of the gods, she had no idea. And this was not the best time to ponder about something like that—not when her brain fuses were getting fried by two fingers viciously harassing her.


Annabeth's breath hitched higher and higher as Drew became more and more adventurous.


Several sparks flew over Annabeth's eyes as her disciplinarian picked up the pace. The Athena girl writhed and clawed at the grass beneath her hands as a familiar aching grew under her lower abdomen.


"Remember when you said G-spot wasn't a thing?" Drew panted, getting hotter herself from the constant moanings from her new plaything. "Let's test that theory, shall we?"


Drew traced around the inner wall until Annabeth made a loud whimper and her hips buckled upwards.


With a malignant grin, she pressed down on the spot.


"Ahh!!"


Annabeth cried out loudly. Her back arched high into the air as her pussy erupted with juice, and then her body fizzled out entirely.


Drew, now one of her hands soaking wet, pushed the limp daughter of Athena off her lap. She flopped on the dirt, panting and moaning as she struggled to regain her grasp on reality, incoherent bubbles of sound escaping through her lips.


Drew smiled to herself at the completely ruined status of Annabeth Chase. Again, she thoroughly wished she had a camera—she even hoped that her mother might poof a magical one in existence just for her, but no such luck.


"Oh well, you can't have everything I guess now, don't we?"


The daughter of Aphrodite slid off one of her heels, place her foot over one of Annabeth's cheeks, and gently pushed her face into the ground. Just to imprint on her who was the boss. And, smudging dirt over Annabeth's face was something she'd do any day.


Now that one was taken care of, Drew's attention moved over to the other captive in her palm.


"Now, what does the Hero of Olympus think about this, hmm?"


She fully expected him to be either infuriated or aroused; either option was more than content within her book.


But to her biggest surprise, Percy wasn't even looking at the scene. Not particularly, to be exact. 


Drew had been acknowledging Percy's gaze was in their general direction during the action as expected, but now she realized that he had been staring slightly to the right.


Now frustrated herself that her work was ignored, Drew followed his line of sight and found something lying innocently on the small patch of grass.


"Is that a book?"


Drew picked it up with her dry hand. It said [Do not Read!] on the cover, which made her open the cover without any thought.


Drew flipped over a few pages before frowning.


"...this is empty. What the hell?" 


She looked back at Percy, who was now looking completely somewhere else as innocently as possible with the huge bulk in his pants.


Drew swallowed a gulp at the sight of it. She shook her head and put back her smug smile.


"Well, I do need a tissue thanks to your girlfriend, Percy. I'm sure you won't mind if I borrow a page?"


She picked a random page and ripped it off. Annabeth let a small groan but Drew ignored her as she cleansed the feminine cum over her hand.


Then, as an afterthought, she crumpled up the wet paper into a ball and knelt next to Annabeth.


"Open your mouth wide. I have a treat for you." She said with a full dose of Charmspeak.


With absolute disgust over her face(which Drew assiduously enjoyed), Annabeth opened her mouth. Drew forced the wet paper ball in her mouth and then strapped the ball gag over her face.


"You are forbidden to remove the gag until you are properly clothed, darling. Understood?"


Then Drew went over to Annabeth's legs and slipped a small egg-shaped vibrator into her folds.


"And only I can take out this little boy, understood?"


Annabeth groaned in response. Drew planted the last slap over her ass cheeks and whisked off back to camp.


After her footsteps were gone, the couple regained the ability to move. 


Percy immediately helped Annabeth get back up to her feet, and removed her gag; he wasn't sure if this was an oversight on Drew or not, but unlike the vibrator, there was nothing against him getting them off.


Annabeth spat out the wad of paper out of her mouth, and tried to slap her boyfriend across the face; only for her body to stop by itself right before the impact.


"It's the stupid book again, isn't it?" She asked through gritted teeth.


Percy nodded, gently pushing her hand down to her side.


"Yeah, you can't hurt me when I don't want it."


Annabeth frowned. This was a distinct unfair power dynamic. But then again, she was technically his slave; that was to be expected.


Still, Annabeth didn't like it one bit. 


"So, hypothetically; if I accidentally dropped a boulder on your head—"


"It would work. But you know it was the best choice. I couldn't just punch her in the mouth now, could I?"


Annabeth huffed indignantly. She knew that her Seaweed Brain was right…frustrating as it was.


Now that logic was back online in her brain, she did realize that doing nothing was the best thing Percy could've done on the spot.


Barring every nonsensical thinks out of the options, stopping Drew would've ended up more horribly than what had happened. 


Even now, Annabeth could easily picture Drew doing something far more drastic out of spite—such as forcefully dragging her around the camp without invisibility.


The most perverted part of her shuddered at the idea.


'Not the moment!' She scowled to herself, before turning to her master with a defiant look. It didn't work well when she was naked, but she gave her best shot.


"I still think you owe me one. This was your idea in  the first place!"


"To be fair, you wanted to stay here longer."


Annabeth raised her eyebrow. "Oh, so it's my fault, then?"


Percy quickly raised his hands in surrender. "I didn't say that. I'm merely stating facts. Besides, Drew ripped off a page from the book. You know what that means, right?"


Annabeth crossed her arms. She did know what that meant. Any actions of tarnishing the book meant that you were automatically made a slave.


"Can you do anything to her before the night?" Annabeth asked hopefully.


Disappointingly, Percy shook his head. 


"Can't do anything until the first night."


"Great," Annabeth grumbled. "That means I have to deal with the crazy beauty queen until sundown. Thanks for that, sir."


Percy took the comment without complaint. From far away a sound of conch shells echoed through the air, signaling the wake-up time. 


Soon, it would be time for breakfast. And with so few people in camp during the winter, if they weren't present some gossip would fly around the camp for days.


Percy and Annabeth hurried back to their cabins, both exceptionally glad that they were alone in their respective cabins.


 




[Line Break]


 


[Annabeth Chase]




All in all, today was one of the worst days I've ever had. 


To be honest, I'm surprised I was this calm. 


If I were to recite what happened to me because of that damned book, one would assume that I would be prepared to knock out Percy to get the book and find a way to get rid of it as soon as possible.


Trust me, from a logical standpoint, that would be the right course of action. The problem was that my heart wasn't really in it.


It was inexplicable, which I hated a lot. My best guess was that there were much more layers of magic in the book than what Aphrodite had informed me about. 


Speaking of, if I get my hands on that wretched goddess, I will make her pay. Perhaps I can convince Percy to write her name down—


I frowned to myself. Where did that idea come from? The whole idea of the book was to keep him close to me, not add other girls to the relationship.


…but then again, that idea was already thrown out the window. It took what, a day until everything went south?


"Shame on you, Annabeth. Shame, on, you…"


I sighed as I sat on the pavilion. 


The Demeter table was only occupied by Katie; my heart did jumping jacks as our previous encounter came to mind. Not that she would know…hopefully.


Katie must've spent the whole morning at the Strawberry fields. Her clothes were smeared with dirt and she was generally sweaty even in the cold weather.


Cabin 5 was vacant, which meant Percy and I could clearly see each other. Percy waved at me, acting perfectly natural—say what you will, he was a lot smarter than most people usually gave him credit for.


I waved back before turning around to check the tables behind my back.


Skipping over all the nearly/completely empty tables meant only two other cabins were worth mentioning; the Aphrodite table and Hermes table.


The Hermes table was the usual deal; everyone pickpocketing each other while a semi-aggressive food fight went on until Chiron stepped in.


Meanwhile, at the Aphrodite table, Drew was ruling over with an iron fist. She hoarded the best meals on the best plate, while two of the more new campers massaged her legs.


When she noticed I was staring at her with distaste, the skank scoffed and pressed a button from a small pink controller.


"!!"


My breath took a hitch as the vibrator suddenly acted up. I keeled over the table, hoping to gods that it just looked like I had a sudden stomach ache.


Gods…I can feel it vibrating so hard—how strong was this thing!? Despite all my efforts to stay calm, my breath picked up the pace, my ears burned hot, and I had to ball my fists to stop them from involuntarily sliding down between my legs.


After an elongated minute or so, the vibration stopped. Right before I was on the verge of collapsing on the table. 


I took a huge gulp of air and looked up again.


The bitch was smirking with a sense of victory, and she mouthed: "My cabin, after breakfast. Or else."


Fucking great.


 


[Drew Tanaka]


 


It was nice to be alive. Especially so when you were the one in charge, minus the responsibilities of course.


"Mitchell, dear?" 


The boy flinched as I called his name. My, it feels so good when you're on the other side of this sort of interaction.


I beckoned him near me, and he reluctantly shuffled over.


"What do you want?" He muttered under his breath. I sensed a tad bit of resentment in his voice, even though I specifically told him to hide them when talking to me.


Ah, well. I'm in a good mood at the moment. I'll let it slide, just this once.


"I need you to take the entire cabin and go do some activities for the entire day. No one enters the cabin until curfew."


Several idiots groaned in protest. Mitchell jumped in his spot.


"What? But I thought—"


I raised my finger and he went silent like a good boy.


"Mitchell, since when did I, or anyone else give a single fuck about what you think, hmm? Isn't that right?"


I called out to the cabin. No one answered.


They really don't learn a thing, do they? This is why Charmspeak is a thing for someone like me; some people just aren't willing enough to do as I say, when they are supposed to!


"Isn't that right?" I asked again, with a douse of Charmspeak.


This time the majority of them nodded with slightly glossy eyes, with the select few who resisted awkwardly following suit after a second or two.


If I liked one thing about my cabin'mates', it was that most of them didn't do well against crowd pressure. Just imagining disagreeing with the bulk makes those weak-minded things tremble in their feet. 


How they manage to live while being that gutless, I have no idea.


"Now move along. Everyone out."


Within 10 minutes, everyone filed into a neat double line and left the cabin. Albeit sharing glances with one another and looking uncomfortable, but I couldn't care less.


Now all I had to do was wait…


…for one of either two to show up.


I rummaged around under my bed until my finger caught on a small plastic basket. I brought it up onto the bed. It was my little…ah, toy box if you will.


It was filled with various cuffs, vibrators, and well…you get the idea. I put on a pair of black leather gloves, just to get in the mood when the entrance to the cabin opened.


"Ah, you're here."


"…"


Katie Gardner stood at the doorway with a grimace, but I could smell her apprehension from a mile away.


"Come in," I said, flicking one finger as an order.


Katie shuffled inside reluctantly. All she was wearing was a light green dress that I made her wear this morning.


I drummed my fingers impatiently because gods she took an eternity to walk in front of me. She'll have to pay for that.


"There was a certain dress code I wanted…" I muttered. 


Katie flinched slightly, but when I gestured my finger upward, she slowly grasped the edge of her skirt.


With her eyes tightly closed, she slowly lifted it inch by inch, slowly revealing her ankles, (surprisingly built) thighs, and finally her pussy.


For anyone who needs context, I made sure this gardener was not wearing anything under her dress. 


Why, you may ask? Because I wanted to.


I grabbed a collar with a built-in leash from the basket and stood up. 


Katie kept her eyes closed, but she flinched when I breathed against her neck.


The smallest whimper slipped through her lips as I roughly pulled down the shoulder straps. The upper part of the dress slid down until barely hanging on over her breasts. 


I'd estimate them as 36DD, just barely over average; certainly smaller than mine, but they topped Annabeth at least.


"Drop your clothes," I whispered in her ear. It was infuriating that I had to stand on my toes. How does gardening even make you taller?


Katie fidgeted on her spot as if being naked was something she had to concern over.


I circled my hand around her thighs and slowly climbed up. Hearing the feminine breath skipping a beat or two was music to my ears as I fasten the grip around her ass cheeks.


"Come on, honey; you don't have to be shy. I've already seen what you and your sprinkler have to offer, remember?"


"Don't…" Katie's voice mumbled into obscurity. I gave her ass another good squeeze, and with the slightest moan the dress slipped down to her ankles.


I took a step back to spectate. As I've said, I had already seen everything, but that didn't make her tawny body any else enjoyable in my eyes.


Katie, now blushing furiously to the tip of her ears, tried her best to cover up; namely her pussy and nipples. 


While both attempts were a tragic failure, they did occupy her hands for something which made my job easier.


I fished out a black collar with a built-in leash. Katie's green eyes widened, but before she can say a word I fastened it around her neck.


"What's this for?" She complained, pulling at the strap around her neck. I made sure it was just slightly tightening into her skin, making it just enough to be mildly uncomfortable.


Of course, I didn't bother explaining that. Rather, I grabbed her chin and pulled her face right up to my nose. 


"Shut up," I said. Then I sealed her mouth with mine.


With one hand, I grasped her leash. With the other, I laced it on her tawny skin before sliding down to her crotch. Katie squirmed under my touch as the inside of her mouth was getting utterly dominated by my tongue.


It is hilariously easy to tell if one was a virgin or not via kissing, and I was more than delighted to notice that this one was certainly one.


I pulled back for a second. Katie gasped for breath as a thin line of saliva dribbled down the edge of her lips.


"Not much experience?"


A pair of green eyes darted sideways. "No…"


"Splendid."


I dipped my 3rd & 4th fingers into her fold. The brunette girl gasped, and I took the chance to claim her mouth again.


This time, I focused more on ravaging her insides than her mouth as Katie melted against my work. She didn't do much in retaliation, which made it easier for me to multitask.


After a few twist-turns, her G-spot was easily located. Instead of utilizing it, however, I circled the edge; making her whimper and buck her hips in a vain attempt to get the release her primitive desire demanded.


I could feel the tension building up inside her. Her muscles tensed, her mouth agape, her eyes glossing over in a pool of pleasure…


And right before the tidal wave hit, I pulled back. Katie snapped back to reality with a distinct sense of letdown, right before putting on a thin veil of indifference.


I pushed her onto the bed. Her weakened knees gave away immediately, and Katie face-first flopped onto the bed.


She turned around to look up just in time for me to place a foot over her lower entrance.


I leaned over to properly look her down. Katie let out a low groan as the implied pressure just barely teetered over her climax.


"You know, Katie; I really do like a submissive slave. And you are an exceptionally good one."


"Ugghh…"


Katie's groan grew louder as I rubbed my foot over her wetness. The leaking juice trickled down my heel.


"Usually, I'd be more than willing to reward my obedient chattels with their own pleasures…but today, there is a slight problem."


I couldn't even tell if Katie was listening or not. I tugged on the leash to garner her attention, but all she did was groan louder and fidget in her spot.


Oh well. She'll learn she has company one way or another.


"There will be a brainy bitch newcommer joining us."


Katie took additional 3 seconds before registering what I said. She stopped in the middle of her torment and sat up the best she could.


"What? What do you mean?"


"To put it simply: Someone else bit the dust, just like you did."


With that, I gave a nice pinch on her clit with my toes.


Katie moaned out loud as the dam finally broke, and she crumpled down on her back as her sprinkler watered the pink sheet of the bed.


I climbed over the shivering body. Katie was still immersed in her high, her eyes rolled upwards with a gaping mouth.


I traced down her sweaty cheeks with my lips. The salty taste made me smile.


"On the meantime, let's get you dressed up for the occasion, shall we?"


Chapter End Notes


Did you know Katie doesn't have a Cannon description of her looks? Yeah, I was surprised as well.


Also for anyone who may be confused, Drew and Katie aren't dating each other. It will get clearer next chapter, but its more akin to a slave/master gimmick than anything else.


But who's to say? Maybe after some consistent string of dramatic events, even the worst of us may change.
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[Annabeth]


 


When I braced myself to finally visit Cabin 10, I was surprised to find the entire Aphrodite children shuffling aimlessly around the camp.


It was an unusual sight indeed, as Cabin 10 was famously known for its lack of interest in camp activities. They would spend their time in smaller groups, gossiping about their skincare routine or the complicated mess of various relationships raging around the camp.


But today, I had a pretty good guess on why they were moving out, and who made them do so.


…Ugh…


At least things would be the other way around by this midnight. And by the looks of it, I'd be alone with the beauty queen. I'm not sure if that was a good thing or not.


I took a deep breath and trudged over to Cabin 10. When I was right next to the entrance flap, however, it quickly became clear that Drew wasn't alone.


There was a repeating sound of two voices grunting and moaning every few seconds, which could only mean one thing.


Did Drew invite one of her boy toys? Judging from her actions today, it won't surprise me by a mile if she secretly had like, a dozen of them in her palm or something. Just the idea made my stomach churn uncomfortably.


Every fiber of my being wanted to bolt back to Cabin 3 and be in Percy's embracing arms—but he'd have to strategize if we were to ‘convince’ Drew to lay off by tomorrow.


And who knows what the power-hungry bitch queen would do if her ‘order’ was ignored? It was a smart move not to risk it.


…At least, I hoped it was. 


After taking another gulp of fresh air, I opened the flap and slipped in.


 


[Line Break]


 


[3rd Person]


 


“What in the…”


Whatever Annabeth had mentally prepared for, she wasn't prepared to see what was happening inside. 


Her worst imagination was that some guy would be tied to the ground while Drew was footjob him or something, but what was happening was far worse in her book.


Drew was sitting on one of the pink beds of the Aphrodite cabin. Instead of the normal Camp Half-Blood outfit, she was wearing a corset in a strikingly pink shade and matching leather boots and gloves. 


None of the clothes covered her private areas—on the contrary, the pink corset pushed up her already rather huge breasts to look even bigger, and her pussy had nothing to cover itself as well.


But what really threw her off was the one in front of Drew.


She was a well-tanned girl that was completely naked with her fairly built arms behind her head, squatting up and down a bumpy dildo that was plastered on the floor.


Her brunette hair flew in every direction with each bounce, followed by muffled grunts and small gingles from the collar around her neck.


“Katie?!” Annabeth shouted, astounded. 


However, Katie made no indication that she had heard her friend shouting; or even acknowledged that she was there.


Instead, Drew let out a chuckle and gestured at Annabeth to come right next to her. Annabeth reluctantly sat next to the mistress on the bed and quickly understood why she was ignored.


Kaite was blindfolded, gagged, and earmuffed all at the same time. It was quite literally impossible for her to notice anything happening around her.


"Very beautiful, don't you think?" Drew chimed. 


Katie screamed against the ball gag as her pussy spasmed out, but her movement didn't slow down for a bit.


"Not particularly," Annabeth said through gritted teeth. She threw Drew the dirtiest look she could manage. "What did you do to her?"


Drew chuckled again. One of her latex fingers gently slipped underneath Annabeth's jeans. The daughter of Athena clenched her jaw even tighter.


"All I did was convince her, darling. Just like how I convinced you to come here this morning."


"So you blackmailed her as well. Great. You know that—"


Annabeth's voice hitched up into a sharp gasping moan as Drew turned the switch on the vibrator. 


With a sadistic smile, Drew looked down upon Annabeth Chase as she keeled forward with a press of a button.


She grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and pulled up, making the grey eyes look up into her muti-changing one.


"Now, now. I've already established that being snarky won't help you, did I?"


Annabeth nodded desperately, panting heavily like a dog. Her hands were over her crotch as a mixture of pain and arousal from the vibrator was rapidly pushing her to climax.


Right when she was about to go over that threshold, however, Drew turned off the vibration. Annabeth collapsed forward on the bed and slid down to the floor, her weakened legs no longer being able to sit for a while.


Drew reached out for the leash on Katie and gave a quick tug. With a final thrust and a yelp from another climax, Kaite rolled off to the side, still moaning and twitching from the aftermath of her 'workout'.


The beauty queen quickly went to work on her new toy; she quickly pulled Annabeth's camp shirt and jeans away.


A frown appeared over Drew's forehead when she saw that Annabeth had a set of underwear unlike Katie had—then she remembered she hadn't told her not to wear them.


"Oh well, it doesn't matter," Drew muttered as she easily clasped away the bra. 


Annabeth groaned as she felt a pair of soft hands aggressively work down her panty. The only response she got was getting the said undergarment stuffed in her mouth. 


Lastly, a ball gag covered her glutted mouth, and a collar tightened around her neck.


By now, Katie was coming to her senses as well, not that it meant much. She still had most of her senses robbed away from her as she weakly raised herself from the floor.


Drew reached out and removed the earplugs from Katie, and sat on the bed once more with a wide grin.


"Kneel."


Both demigoddesses winced as the leash tugged them forward. They waddled forward the best they could before sitting on their knees as told.


Drew couldn't help but squeal in triumph. Two of the most hard-assed campers in the valley were kneeling at her feet, completely naked with leashes like a pet.


While Annabeth was pulling herself back from every intention to jump on Drew and snap her neck, Katie stirred on the spot. She could vaguely sense someone was next to her, which concerned her deeply.


"I suppose you should meet your new friend. Katie, why don't you go and remove your blindfold?"


Annabeth's heart sank as Katie slowly lifted her blindfold over her head. The brunette yelped in shock when she saw the counselor of Cabin 6 right next to her, gagged and leashed just like her.


Drew burst out in shrill laughter before forcing her two pets up onto the bed and roughly grasping each of their asscheeks.


"Hard-assed indeed." 


She gave both the hardest slap she can muster, making them yelp against their gags.


"We're going to have so much fun today."


And she wasn't wrong. Though Drew wasn't aware of what 'fun' it was going to be.


 


[Line Break]


 


[Percy Jackson]


 


There were a lot of mistakes I've made in my life. I could've fought better back at the war, saved more lives, been nicer to Tyson at the beginning of the 2nd summer, could've poisoned Gabe with rat poison…the list goes on.


But using this book may be the worst mistake of the bunch—well, second worst, after the whole war fiasco…


…anywho, my point is that this Book of Masters ruined everything for me.


But Percy, you might say, you're the one who used the book? Isn't that your fault?


To that, I say; yes. It is entirely my fault. Thanks for reminding me. By the way, did you know that water was wet? Shocker, right?


Ugh…


Bitter sarcasm aside, Annabeth layered out a plan before she…went to Cabin 10. (I'd rather not think about what they're doing)


The plan was that while she had Drew…distracted, I'll have to come up with the most efficient way to get her off our necks.


Sadly, the most efficient way naturally involved using this damned book. I ran my finger over the page where my 'slaves' were registered.


 


 


==========


 


 


Annabeth Chase


 


Status: Normal


 


Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


 


 


Drew Tanaka 


 


Status: Waiting for Punishment


 


Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


 


==========


 


 


By midnight, Drew would come here in a trance. 


What I've thought up was that we'd get the word out from her mouth that she'd never spread a single word of what she saw back in the woods, and make her swear on the River Styx.


I know, it was borderline threatening; I didn't like that either, but I was kind of short on options. 


The only other idea was to fuck her senseless and then use that as leverage; which was borderline rape and that's one line I will not cross on my worst enemies.


To be honest, it was unsettling that the second idea even occurred to me. I'd never think up something like that, right?


I mean…sure, I was rough with Annabeth. Perhaps a bit too rough than most would think appropriate, but it was all under concession. She was even more into it than I was.


But to take complete advantage of someone, as if they were my actual slave—the idea made my stomach churn.


Either way, I'd have to find a way to get rid of that rancid book as soon as I can. 


I lay back on my bunk bed when an odd shimmer started glowing in the new saltwater fountain installed.


"What the…" 


The book cover was glowing in the same manner; a hypnotizing shade of pink. I looked over the fountain to find a single Drachma with a dove carved on it at the bottom.


Even I could tell who was working this magic.


When your life depends on Greek Mythology, you tend to memorize the important details; such as which animal symbolizes which god—or in this case, a goddess.


I fished out the coin and flicked it into the mist created by the fountain.


"O Iris, the goddess of the Rainbow; show me whatever you need to show me."


The mist shimmered. The dazzling scent of perfumes made me feel dizzy. Maybe this was not a good idea. I took a step back, but the smell was spreading even faster.


Before not, my legs gave away and everything went black.


 


 


When I opened my eyes again, I was looking at an apartment. It wasn't a fancy one; if I were to be blunt, I'd say it's a tad worse than where I used to live when Gabe was the stepfather.


It wasn't anywhere in America, by the way. I can't make out the meanings, but the language written at the entrance of the apartment was Japanese…I think.


I had no idea why the Iris Message was showing me Japan of all places. 


Then a man stumbled his way to the lobby. His face was indistinctly familiar, but it was hard to tell certainly when he was deeply drunk. I swear, I could almost smell the alcohol.


My vision followed the man going up the stairs to the 4th floor, and the man banged his fist on one of the doors.


"ドリュー! ドアを開ける!"


(Drew! Open up!)


 


I flinched. I didn't have an ounce of knowledge of Japanese, but I still recognized what the man said at the front.


‘ドリュー’, that word sounded like Drew. 


 


"ドリュー! この腐った女の子…'


(Drew! This rotten bitch…)


 


The man kicked the door with his foot and spat on the floor. After some pause, the door tentatively opened. A small girl wearing a dirty t-shirt and worn-out jeans.


 


"私はここにいます…お父さん."


(I-I'm here…father.)


 


Again, no idea what was going on. But I could tell that the girl was a younger Drew. 


To say that it was shocking to see her here was an understatement; I've always imagined she was spoiled by a wealthy family.


The man let a light hiccup and barged his way in. Drew stepped aside, trembling in her socks as her father roughly threw his jacket into the clumsy room.


 


"帰るまで家を掃除しておくと言っていませんでしたか？"


(I told you to clean the room before I come home!)


 


He grabbed an empty beer bottle and threw it at Drew.


"Hey!"


Instinctively, I tried to step in; but the bottle sailed through me as if I was made of mist and smashed right overhead of Drew.


She let out a sharp scream before hastily covering her mouth, her eyes darting to her father in complete fear.


Wait, why is he taking off his pants—


 


—Oh god.


 


The realization hit me like a rampaging Minotaur. The vision itself dissolved into pink mist before the ordeal took place, but that didn't make me any less queasy inside.


A vague humanoid figure sat down amid the mist.


"…most of my partner never forgets me. And sometimes, they see too much of 'me' inside of their child."


"And you just let that happen!? You're supposed to be a goddess of love and you—"


"I know, Percy." The figure flickered like a dying lamp. "I wish I can do anything I can to protect my children; but 


"Why not?' I demanded. Forget about who Drew was now; nobody has to go through what she did as a child. "You're a goddess. If anyone has the power to prevent it, it's you!"


The figure lowered her head. "It is, but every time I intervene, it ends up becoming worse for my children. Drew is one of the examples as well.


I had sworn a long time ago to not help my children after massive catastrophes caused by it. But Drew…she was so devastated, so desperate, and my will had grown weak over the few centuries of peace.


I granted her the gift of Charmspeak and told her what she could do through a dream. And now…"


The figure lifted the pink mist. This time, it showed somewhere else; the inside of the Aphrodite cabin.


Drew was sitting on a girl's face while she toyed with her pussy. Annabeth was on the side, her arms cuffed to the bedpost as she cried out, her nipples and clit getting attacked by small vibrators.


"…now, she has become what she had feared most. Again, because of my intervention."


"Why are you telling me any of this?" 


I'd rather forget any of this ever happened; including that damned book. 


The figure covered the imagery of her cabin with the pink mist.


"Because, by the Book of Κύριος, my daughter's fate has intertwined with yours. Now you hold the chance to help her."


"And how do I do that?!"


"Dominate her."


I blinked. I wondered if my brain was malfunctioning. "Pardon?"


I'm no psychologist, but I'm pretty sure dominating a victim of child rape gone wrong would end up horribly.


The figure smiled. Well, it didn't have lips to show it, but it felt like she did.


"The Book of Κύριος isn't a negative artifact as you think, Percy."


"It was used to enslave people." I pointed out.


The figure shrugged.


"True, but also it is designed to protect them from the worst of the masters, and for the masters to care for their slaves. The book was designed to form a Harem less bloody and mind-boggling, after all.


Though the book you have is a bit tampered by another force…it won't turn you into a monster you fear you'd become by using it unless you wish to be."


"But—"


"Percy, I know I just made a bad showcase, but Drew isn't someone that functions well with free rein. 


She needs a check—a powerful check at that. As a mother, I'm hoping that she can at least get a kind one."


The figure sounded so sure with her voice that it made me wonder if she was using her own Charmspeak to convince me.


"I don't think I even fit that role…" I mumbled.


"You do. Trust me." 


The figure smiled once more and planted a short kiss on my forehead. Again, no lips to specify, but when she moved back, my forehead burned in the shape of lips. I rubbed it, and the warmth seemed to sap into my body.


"…One final question. If this is so important to you, then why didn't you show up yourself?"


"That's a long story…I can't risk saying much, but I'm sure we'll cross paths again. For now, go ask your Oracle friend for guidance. Your camp will realize the problem soon enough."


"What problems? What are you talking about?"


However, the figure waved goodbye. The pink mist swirled up, covering my vision and filling my lungs with a strong scent of rose petals.


When I woke up, I was lying in my bed. Two pairs of eyes were staring down. The stormy grey ones frowned when they saw that I was awake.


"I hope you have a plan ready for motion," Annabeth said. "Or I'm slitting open Drew's throat."


 


[Line Break]


 


I told Annabeth and Katie what I'd seen in the vision. 


To be honest, I was torn on letting them know about Drew's past or not; since it wasn't hard to deduce that she'd prefer if people don't know about it.


But in the end, I supposed if anyone had the right to know, they had. Especially since they were involved in the matter one way or another.


When I was done, Katie covered her mouth in shock. "I didn't know that Drew had…such a childhood."


"Neither did I," Annabeth muttered with her arms folded. Her expression was still stern, however. "Still, my pity well is low on water at the moment. And before you say anything—" She raised her voice as Katie opened her mouth to rebuke.


 "—whatever may have happened to her in the past, doesn't change what she did now. We can't even guarantee that she'll just settle down with us. Be logical, Katie."


After thinking it over, Kaite slowly closed her mouth and nodded as well. Though, her expression became skeptical once more as she turned to me.


"And you said, Aphrodite told you that dominating her is the correct answer?"


I raised both my hands in a showcase of innocence. "I am confused as you are. You'd think the normal approach is to be kind to her." 


Annabeth snorted indignantly. "Yeah, as if Drew didn't get enough kindness in camp. Aphrodite said it herself; I think if anyone knows the best, it'd be her."


Katie grudgingly nodded in agreement. "Alright. So, what are we doing exactly? can Percy…dominate Drew?"


"Oh, you'll be surprised at what my Seaweed Brain is capable of."


Annabeth flashed a wink in my direction. I tried to keep my face as best I could, as Katie's cheeks flushed scarlet.


"I have a plan. Come closer." Annabeth beckoned us closer and layered out her plan.


Katie's face went an even deeper shade of red when she was done. I hope I wasn't blushing as hard, but it certainly felt like I did.


"Where do you even come up with these ideas?" I asked. Annabeth smiled and suggestively put one leg over the other.


"Well, coming up with ideas are a specialty of Athena."


"And also an Exhibitionist, apparently."


Annabeth's cheeks heated up as well. She tried to kick my shin, but that didn't happen for obvious reasons.


"So are we doing my idea or not?"


I nodded. It wasn't like I was coming up with any better ideas at the moment. 


On the other hand, Katie squirmed on the spot, fighting nervously. "I'm…going to have to think about it, first." 


She quickly stood up and scurried out of the Cabin. 


Annabeth slid over to one of the beds and tapped next to her, so I sat there. She and I sat in silence for a long time, until Annabeth opened her mouth.


"You said when Aphrodite showed you a vision, the book also glowed up, right?"


"Do you think it has something to do with her?"


Annabeth rolled her grey eyes. It looked like they were a pair of small hurricanes whenever she did that.


"Oh yes, Percy. The book that makes sex slaves for the owner is related to the goddess of sex. Who could've ever guessed that?"


"Well, it could have been Ares for all I know."


Personally, as 'opened' as Aphrodite was, I never imagined her to be in line with sexual slavery. Seems to be the opposite of the whole 'love' part of the love goddess.


For a moment, Annabeth seemed surprised. I didn't bring up a good point during every argument.


"But do you want to imagine Ares using it?"


"Oh god. Don't even…"


I shuddered at the mere mention of the idea. Thankfully, my brain didn't bother to picture the actual image.


Annabeth snickered behind her hand. I couldn't help but laugh myself. It was nice, just sitting next to each other and laughing about some horrific idea we came up with.


However, the good moment didn't last long. Soon, Annabeth sighed and slipped a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear. 


"Percy, have you ever wondered why the Book of Κύριος appeared to you?"


"No," I admitted. 


To be fair, I didn't have much time until today to think about the situation at hand in depth. We were having…quite fun with it until Drew showed up.


"Wait, do you know why?"


Annabeth rested her head against my shoulder. "I…might've commissioned Aphrodite for the book."


The silence was much heavier than the last time. 


Annabeth's face was set and tense as if she expected me to slap her across the face or something.


Naturally, a question bubbled up in my mind.


"…why?"


Annabeth was notorious for being territorial over her relationship. 


Hell, she was outright furious when I admitted I had been to Ogygia last year after the war, and that was over a year ago.


Annabeth took my hand and pried it open. I let her hold my hand as she circled her finger over my palm.


"Well…the initial idea was that I'd offer to become your slave so that you'll be with me at all times."


It took me a long while to fully understand what she was saying. When I did, I nearly jump out of my seat.


"You were willing to become my slave so that I won't cheat on you?!"


Not only was that borderline crazy, but I was also furious that my girlfriend would go to such lengths because she didn't trust me enough.


Annabeth quickly clung to my arm. "No, it's not like that!"  


She hastily added, "Percy, I know that you're one of the last people on earth to do something like that. It's…"


Her eyes were desperate and worried as she searched for the exact terms she wanted in her vast pool of internal dictionaries.


I slowly sat back down.


Eventually, Annabeth seemed to have organized her thoughts. She took a single, deep breath.


"I've had a crush on you since we sailed through the Sea of Monsters. I tried to ignore the feelings at first, but as time went by, you produced yourself a great hero time and time again. And that, Percy, made you famous."


She prodded my chest with her forefinger. It wasn't anything physically demanding, but the emotional bang felt as if she just swung a huge hammer into them.


"I was? Since when?"


"It especially spiked up after you came back from saving Artemis."


"But that was a group effort." I tried to reason with her. "Everything I did, I couldn't have done it without help."


"But it couldn't have been done without you, either. And you won't believe how little that matters to the public, anyway."


Annabeth gave a cold smirk before continuing.


"So I became desperate—not to mention that the prophecy…"


"Prophecy?"


 


"The one I received before we went down to the Labyrinth. And lose a love to worse than death. You remember, right?"


 


"Oh." 


I remembered the line. Annabeth kept it a secret until after everything was over—until after Luke was lost.


I also remembered right before we began our quest when Annabeth was near to tears and non-verbally asked me for a hug.


Then, I supposed she was just nervous from the aspect of leading the quest. After I heard the last line, I always thought she was devastated from getting confirmed that Luke will be lost.


"But the love in the prophecy was Luke, wasn't it? You told me at the end because…"


To my surprise, Annabeth shook her head.


"I wasn't sure. That's why I was so conflicted with taking you on the quest. I asked you to join because I needed your support, but then the thought occurred…"


She swallowed. A lump seemed to have blocked her throat.


"…That'd I'll be lost forever. In a fate worse than death." I finished the sentence for her, and Annabeth nodded. Now she was hugging my arm as if it was her lifeline in mid-air.


"And I honestly did think something horrible happened, while you were off at Ogyiga—"


 The level of spite embedded in her voice made me flinch. 


"—and even after you returned, after the war was over, the idea never went away. Sometimes, I wonder; what if that prophecy is yet to be finished? What if there was still yet to lose?


That's why I asked for the book. So I'll be tied to you regardless of what happens in the future. And by doing so, I'll keep at least some part of you with me."


I couldn't say anything for the longest moment. 


Annabeth had never been this open with her thoughts and feelings, and that realization startled me; even though we'd been hanging around each other for 6-7 years, I never knew what she was really thinking about.


"You could've talked to me about it. I'm not faulting you, Annabeth, but…"


"In hindsight, you're right. I should've just talked to you about it. But I didn't want to start our dating on such a sour note…"


Quite an illogical choice, Annabeth muttered with a sad smile. She let my arm go, but one of her hands squeezed mine in a tight embrace.


"I really do love you, Percy. Please, don't ever doubt that."


"Never," I promised.


 


And I meant it.


 


 


What happened after might be the smoothest moment of my life until my grave. 


Annabeth looked up, her eyes more watery than usual, and without sharing so much as eye contact, we kissed.


We've kissed a lot ever since we started dating. Not that any of those were unpleasant, far from it, but I never thought there would be one that surpasses the underwater one.


When we broke apart, Annabeth was lying on the bed with me on top of her. Her faint breaths were driving me crazy, and I went down to her neck.


"Mmm…" Annabeth groaned softly as I gnawed over her skin, being extra careful to not be actually painful.


I retreated to see a fine row of red marks across. Annabeth traced it with her finger, a single tear trickling down the side of her face as she smiled.


"You should reserve your energies, sir." She whispered. "You already have an upcoming activity this midnight."


"Don't tell me what to do," I grunted. Annabeth shuddered and let out a breathy moan, and raised her arms over her head.


I was just about to take off her shirt when a small shriek broke the scene. We both looked up, Annabeth sitting bolt upright, and saw Katie with a picnic basket standing awkwardly inside by the entrance.


"Uh, sorry!" Katie squeaked. She reminded me of a squirrel that might be caught in a mouse trap and was extremely embarrassed by it. "I didn't mean—I just—I'll come back later!"


She tried to leave again.


 


I looked down at Annabeth. 


Annabeth looked up at me.


 


And we both cracked up.


 


"It's fine," Annabeth said.


"Yeah, just come in." I agreed.


Katie squirmed her way inside. She kept muttering "I'm sorry," every three seconds or so, but we both assured her that it was ok.


It wasn't like sexual interaction was going to be scarce from now on.


"What time is it, anyway? I'm feeling empty inside." Annabeth rubbed her stomach and licked her lips. Now that she mentioned it, I suddenly realized how vacant my stomach was too.


"No wonder; it's 9 pm. You two both missed dinner."


"What?! You can't be serious!"  


I looked outside the window. But sure enough, the outside was already dark; Apollo had already gone over the horizon with his car.


"And today was barbecue day too, so…"


"Agh, damn it!"


How could I miss barbecue!? That never happened before! 


Even Annabeth looked crestfallen. "I could've gone some natural protein as well…"


"Well, then. I guess you two are in luck."


Katie sat up and put the basket in front of us. She opened it to reveal a pile of barbecue, a large orange juice bottle, and disposable tableware.


"I thought…you know, we'll be busy soon, I'd suppose missing supper won't be a smart choice. Not that skipping a meal is ever a good one, to begin with. 


Dig in, you two."


"Yes! You're the best!" I dove for a plate.


"Thank you, Katie." Annabeth reached for her's as well.


The next 5-10 minutes were spent stuffing ourselves with deliciously seasoned and cooked meat. Seriously, if we ever opened a barbecue shop, Outback would go bankrupt in less than a year.


I looked up from my plate. "You said 'we' just now, didn't you?" 


Katie blushed once more.


"…I don't want to miss out on the chance of seeing Drew being the obedient one, for once. I'm not sure how fall I'll go, but…"


I didn't mind too much, so I nodded in approval and glanced over at Annabeth. 


Her enthusiastic hand stopped in the middle of skinning the meat of the bones, and she stared into it as if reading her fortune.


Katie hastily put her hands out. "O-of course, if any of you're not ok with it—"


"No," Annabeth said. "It's fine. Let's show the beauty queen who's the boss." She took a bite out of the meat aggressively.


Not going to lie, that was kind of hot.


After we cleaned up the small picnic, we began to set up. It took much longer than we had expected, even with the aid of the Book of Κύριος.


It had a convenient function that when I write down whatever object I need, it provided it as long as it was with sexual intention.


For example, I can't ask for a leash unless I was thinking to have it tied around Mrs. O'Leary for a walk. It only appears when I imagine, say Annabeth wearing it.


And the said object melts away if I stray too far off from the intended usage. Again, I was able to tie the leash around Katie's neck as well, but it vanished as soon as I tried to use it as a lasso for a doorknob.


"This is interesting," Annabeth commented. "The book has so many rules. We'll have to find out what they are."


"Or, you know, destroy it?" Katie suggested. Annabeth shrugged. 


The daughter of Demeter turned her emerald eyes to the book. "So, if you write someone's name down, they'll become your slave?" 


"And show up the same midnight. Or if you try to harm it in any way; that's how Drew got written."


"Oh, so that's why it wasn't burnt yet."


"Yeah, I tried that. Not arguing with results, though." Annabeth winked at me. I gave her a playful slap on the rear, and Katie groaned.


Despite her words, she seemed to have taken a more than mild interest in the book as we waited for midnight. 


The wait wasn't long—soon enough, all three clock hands landed on 12.


"…is she not coming—"


Katie's worry was cut short by the entrance flap suddenly getting pushed aside. Our awaited Asian princess was here, wearing a mistress outfit in pink that covered nothing important.


Well, we won't have to undress her much. That's great.


"I am ready to serve you, master."


Drew said in a dull voice, her eyes unfocused.


"Oh, I'm sure you are." Annabeth stood up with the most sadistic grin I'd ever seen on her.


"Let's get started."


Chapter End Notes
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Chapter Notes
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"Mmmgh…"


Drew lazily awoke from her nap. Through her foggy memories, she recalled having fun toying with her newly required slaves.


The image of Annabeth and Kaite writhing in pleasure, screaming into their gags as she ravaged them with her fingers drew a smile across her lips.


Then she recalled how that frenzy party ended. 


The two bitches had teamed up against her when she became fatigued. Not that they physically harmed her. That, she had cleverly forbidden via charmspeak at the first chance. 


No, they combined forces and gave her her own medicine; making her climax rapidly until she went unconscious.


'Those brats, just wait until I…'


It was at that moment, that Drew realized that something was horribly wrong. 


She wasn't sprawled on the bed as she was supposed to be. She wasn't even wearing her normal clothes—it was still her BDSM outfit, which made more sense. 


The problem was that her internal clock was telling her that it was the middle of the night; if she was still wearing it, there was a good chance that the entirety of her cabin saw her in the same outfit. The thought terrified her so much that she didn't realize that she was in a sitting position, and—


With sounds of clinging metals, Drew was forced back down on her ass. She tried to move her limbs again, only to get a cold reminder that they were all shackled tightly to a chair. A chair she was being forced to sit on.


“Mmmph!!!” Drew tried to scream, and cry for help, but none of it worked. 


Her eyes were now wide open, making her notice that she was blindfolded on top of being gagged. She didn't even want to know what fabric was forced into her mouth behind the gag.


Drew continued her struggles for another good 30 seconds before the panic fizzled out. Her heart pounded against her chest—what was going on? Did the Aphrodite cabin do this? Are they going to violate her, just like…


Her train of thought was cut off by a small giggle from the side. Drew snapped her head toward the voice. Her worry and terrified emotions quickly changed into anger and terrified.


"Oh, don't pretend to mount on your high horse already, Tanaka." Annabeth chimed.


Drew snorted through her nose as she heard cloppings of high-heeled boots come closer. With a small click, Drew felt the gag getting removed and spat out the fabric in her mouth.


"You have some nerve, Chase. I'll give you that." She snarked. "But you haven't got anything over me."


Annabeth was unfazed. "Really? Seems like you're not aware of your situation yet. Look around—oh wait, you can't."


Annabeth slapped the strap of the blindfold against Drew's back head and slid her black leather-gloved hands over her stomach, making Drew groan.


"You were lying on my bed screaming for a climax, you bitch." Drew growled, only to gasp herself as Annabeth flicked at one of her exposed nipples.


"I did," Annabeth agreed. Then Drew felt her lips getting pressed "And now, you're getting a payback."


"Payback?!" Drew shouted out loud in laughter, trying her best to mask her fear. "As if you can do anything. You're too busy being Jackson's pet. Perhaps I'll fuck him while you pleasure yourself watching—"


Drew's jeering was cut short when her head was suddenly pulled over the back of the chair by a fistful of her hair. 


A whimper escaped Drew's lips as she trembled in her spot. What she just said had passed the line, and she was under Annabeth's mercy.


"…Mind your tongue, skank." Annabeth spat before letting go of the hair. It was a bit earlier than the first plan, but she decided it was time to bring out her first equipment.


Drew couldn't see it, but Annabeth was wearing a tight black corset and the slimmest underwear made of leather—a classic mistress outfit that came with a holster strapped to her thigh. In the holster, there was a crop whip.


Annabeth slid it out, making sure that Drew could hear the unsheathing, and as fast as lightning brought it down on the prisoner.


Slap!


"Ah!" Drew cried out in surprise and pain. All of her ten toes clenched in as she exhaled through her clenched teeth.


Drew's left breast jiggled up and down, a clear red square mark was printed on it. Annabeth had to admit, it was quite nice to see. 


She was tempted to give another whack just for the sake of it, but she held back the urge. Instead, she pressed her mouth next to Drew's ear again.


"Now, are you ready to be a good girl?"


"Fuck off, you crazy bitch." Drew muttered through her teeth.


Annabeth tutted her tongue in disapproval. She poked at Drew's exposed shoulder with the edge of her whip and gently slid down the side, making her shudder.


"Such bad manner," Annabeth muttered loudly, signaling the cue. "Perhaps I do need help."


"Help?!" Drew cried out in horror.


To answer her cry, another set of high-heeled boots came from the opposite side of where Annabeth was.


Annabeth giggled as Drew trembled in her seat. 


Katie was suppressing her giggles as she breathed down Drew's neck, and traced up her sides with her crop whip before standing upright.


"Having trouble with this, Annie?" Kaite asked, tapping Drew's forehead with the crop whip. Drew started to scream "I knew it! You crazy bitches—" but Annabeth was already getting tired of her voice, so with Katie's help they put the gag back on Drew.


"Are you sure this isn't going to backfire?" Katie whispered to Annabeth in such a low voice that Drew can't hear over her muffled tantrums.


"Positive," Annabeth answered in an equally low voice. Her lips were forming a grin that reached her ears. "And I'm having fun with this."


Annabeth cleared her throat and Drew stopped with her thrashings. 


"Kate, I don't think our captive has yet to understand where she belongs." Annabeth flicked the edge of her whip, making an audible swishing sound.


"Oh really?" Katie stepped next to Drew by her left. "Then I suppose we should give her a good lesson, won't we?" She couldn't hold back her grin. Annabeth was right on one thing; this was enjoyable.


"Gladly." Annabeth came to the right side of Drew.


Drew was basically vibrating in her seat, petrified by the prospect of the upcoming event. 


She was going to be brutally abused—she knew it, she knew it was going to happen. She could already feel the hundred whip cracks across her body, just like the belt from her dad.


But to her surprise, what touched her skin the moment after wasn't the whip. It was soft, warm, and moist. And they weren't even over her breasts or something—they were on either side of her cheeks.


It took additional three seconds for Drew to realize that those were lips. Annabeth and Kaite were giving her a long, passionate kiss on the cheeks.


The realization was so bizarre and out of place, that every other emotion was drawn out of Drew as the mouths slowly moved up to her ears.


"Mmph…" The smallest moan escaped her gag as she felt all her earlobes getting licked and nibbled. 


For a lifetime, she couldn't understand how those could be an erogenous zone, but now she understood. Her brain seemed to melt into a stew by the moisture and heat from the breath of Annabeth and low moans slipping out of Katie's lips.


After what felt like an agonizingly long time, Drew felt the two move down, trailing their mouth down her skin while pecking them with kisses, which made her squirm.


They eventually stopped on the two large mounds, the largest of the three. Annabeth cupped her side of it, which still had an angry red mark over it. 


"They say these get bigger as it gets empty upstairs."


Katie looked down at her chest and then glared at Annabeth. Annabeth stuck her tongue out at her before squeezing Drew's.


"Mmgh!" Drew threw her head back with the loudest moan yet. 


Katie followed Annabeth's actions, and soon enough Drew was getting her boobs massaged by four hands in total.


It was something she'd never felt before, literally. The hands weren't being too rough or too soft, just the perfect amount of force applied to give her the maximum pleasure.


Soon, Drew felt two mouths encase her nipples, and it was game over for her. 


She groaned and squirmed as a set of tongues licked and swirled around her physical perk, the messaging hands getting more intense, sometimes one would give her flesh a soft bite, which made her squeal delightfully.


The tension of the arousal grew heavy every second as Drew struggled against her bond. Not to escape like before, but to urge her two tormenters to give her more of what they were giving. Her eyes were so tightly closed that she didn't even realize that her blindfold was removed.


Then suddenly, the hands and mouths moved back. Before Drew can even question the reasoning behind it—


Smack!


"Mmph!!"


Drew screamed into her gag again. Her eyes shot open. This time, both of her breasts were slapped at the same moment.


She breathed deeply in and out through her nose, staring at the ceiling with her back arched by her previous position. Her heart pounded faster than it had ever before. 


At first, Drew thought she was terrified again at the sudden aggressiveness. But then she realized that no, she wasn't afraid of what is to come.


 


She was anticipating it.


 


Drew lowered her head and saw Annabeth and her outfit, and Kaite in the identical one except hers was dark green.


"Hmmgh!" She judged her breasts forward and begged through her gag. A line of drool dribbled down the corner of her mouth, but she couldn't give less care about it at the moment.


She wanted more. She wanted to feel the shock again. This pain wasn't painful to her at all—it was riveting. 


Drew was already so aroused, that hearing Annabeth giggle was enough to make her shudder.


"Looks like someone's enjoying the whip."


Drew nodded vigorously.


"Oh my," Katie said in her most exaggerated tone available. "What do you say, Annie? Should we give her what she wants?"


"Hmmph!" Drew pleaded.


Annabeth had to keep all of the bursts of victorious laughter from escaping. She took a deep breath disguised as a resigned sigh.


"Very well. She has been a good girl after the first bit. Besides, we do have some payback to do, don't we?" 


They both dropped their crop whips. Annabeth gestured at Katie, who brought out two old-fashioned long whips from her thigh holster. One was black, and the other was dark green.


She threw Annabeth the black one, and they lashed out.


Sounds of flesh getting repeatedly slapped, quickly followed by the muffled howling from the girl getting whipped echoed across the whole room.


Drew felt pain exploding everywhere over her body. Her stomach, her thighs, and of course, her breasts. Anywhere excluding her face and crotch got mercilessly attacked by the whips, and she enjoyed every single blow to the fullest.


The tension that had gradually increased during the first, mild phase of the two mistresses spiked up in mere seconds. 


In less than a minute, Drew let out a particularly loud scream and arched back so high that she almost fell over with the chair.


The girls stopped their whips and looked at the result. Drew Tanaka, the 'girl boss' who had them dominated on her bed not 6 hours ago, was now tied on the chair, various whip marks all across her body as she mumbled incoherent words, still in the bliss of her climax.


"Not a bad job." Kaite decided. However, Annabeth poked her ribs and shot her a stern look. Only then did Katie remember that they were the appetizers. The main course was yet to come.


Annabeth, meanwhile, stalked over to Drew in a very convincing manner of fury and forced her captive to look up by her hair again.


"You just climaxed, haven't you?"


Drew slowly nodded with a moan.


Annabeth clucked her tongue once. "And who gave you the permission?"


Drew's eyes widened at the realization. Annabeth knew that her plan worked more or less perfectly when Drew didn't retort about the permission, but she kept her persona.


"Well?!" She shook Drew's head a few times and unclasped her gag.


After letting out a groan, Drew looked up at her first mistress with a weak smile.


"I'm sorry, mistress. I think I should be punished some more."


Annabeth huffed and pushed Drew's head back down. She turned her back and eyed Katie, who trotted next to Drew by the other side and gently lifted her chin, and smiled kindly.


It was the classic 'Good Cop, Bad Cop' dynamic; the only difference was that the receiver was a fan of the Bad cop as well as the good one.


"You did a great job, Drew," Katie whispered, ruffling her hair as if complementing a dog. Drew panted accordingly, leaning into the caressing hands of her other mistress.


It was unnerving how easily Drew caved in, almost to the point where Katie wanted to break her actings to ask if she was ok.


But Annabeth had reinforced it over and over while they reviewed their plan—in any case, they'll have to keep the superior setting, or the entire act will crumble down.


"But you see, Drew, there is a reason why Annabeth is angry. We are not the ones who are going to punish you further."


"What? But…"


Drew looked around. There was no one else aside from them. Annabeth clucked her tongue again and turned back to Drew.


"Where's your place, Tanaka?"


"Under you and Mistress Katie," Drew answered immediately.


"Good." Annabeth huffed before continuing. "But we are not at the top of the entire chain."


"Oh no," Katie chimed in. "Far from it."


Drew looked between her two mistresses, confused and slightly intimidated. "I, I don't understand…" 


Katie cuddled Drew's head and rubbed their cheeks together. "Don't worry, our master isn't going to hurt you."


Annabeth raised her eyebrow at Katie. She was far too natural in calling Percy her master. Katie stuck her tongue at Annabeth behind Drew.


"Master?" Drew asked.


"He will arrive…right about now."


The part of the ceiling opened up, and a row of staircases came down. Drew realized that they weren't in any of the cabins in Camp Half-Blood, but in a strange dungeon filled with various sex toys and devices.


Her attention quickly snapped back to the staircase as someone stepped down from it. The two mistresses hurried over to either side of the stranger and locked their arms with him.


Drew's eyes widened again as the stranger stepped into the light.


"So, how was learning?" Percy asked.


 


[Line Break]


 


Percy never felt nervous more in his life. 


Even when he was supposed to hand a letter explaining he blew up the school bus in an accident to her mom, it was better than now.


By the looks of it, Annabeth and Katie had carried out their parts perfectly. He hoped he won't mess everything up, which won't be easy.


"Well, Tanaka?" Annabeth barked, "You're mistress's master is asking you a question."


She also whispered from the corner of her mouth, "Seriously, that's the best one-liner you've got Seaweed Brain?"


Percy didn't risk whispering back. Drew had her eyes locked on him. So instead, he stepped on her toe; making Annabeth emit a convincing hiss that made Drew come back to earth.


"Oh! Uh, it was…" Drew looked down at her body. Red whip marks were everywhere. She could still feel some of them stinging, which shot another shot of excitement down her spine.


"…the mistresses taught me how arrogant I was. They taught us where I truly belong; under everyone else."


"She still needs a lot to learn. Like patience, and respect." Annabeth stepped on the entrance of Drew's pussy, making the slave gasp.


Percy looked up and down at Drew. He wasn't sure if he hated the whip marks or liked them, but as Drew whimpered for forgiveness at Annabeth, he couldn't deny that the whole situation was very intriguing, for lack of vocabulary.


Katie went on to free the bonds that kept Drew on the chair, while Annabeth slithered down to her master's pants.


With her hands firmly behind her back, Annabeth quickly undid the belt and removed the pants entirely.


"Impressive," Percy muttered. Annabeth gave him a playful wink before turning around. By now, Drew was free from the chair and was kneeling on the floor.


As Annabeth moved out of her sight, Drew couldn't help but gulp at Percy's “equipment”.


The smallest squeal escaped her as Percy walked up closer.


"Do you have anything to say?" 


Drew tried to glance at her mistress, but she just couldn't peel her eyes away. "That's…it's huge."


"Eh, good enough," Percy said with a shrug.


Annabeth rolled her eyes. 


Meanwhile, Percy's attention drifted over to Kaite, who also strangely had her eyes glued at his length. Her face was blushing furiously, but he was certain that there was a tinge of longing behind the embarrassed emerald eyes.


Annabeth stepped next to Percy's legs—and was promptly taken aback when Kaite followed her example.


She frowned at the daughter of Demeter, who smiled sheepishly, but Annabeth noticed the same hunger lingering in her eyes. 


She raised her eyebrow but didn't outwardly accuse they both kissed the hem of the semi-erection.


After the heartfelt talk she shared with Percy, Annabeth decided that she won't be too picky if additional girls took interest in him. Besides, it was hard to focus on something else at the moment.


Percy shuddered as Annabeth and Katie moved in sync, trailing their lips and tounges around his rapidly hardened cock, letting out small moans whenever they had the chance.


Soon, Percy felt his length was entirely covered with the saliva of the two. He walked up right up to Drew, who slid down the chair into a kneeling position as soon as her mistresses let her free from her restrainments.


"Well?" The master asked.


Without any questions asked, Drew obediently parted her lips and took in the cockhead. She didn't have any experience in giving voluntary heads, but being a child of the goddess of sex came with its perks.


Everything came to her naturally as she bobbed her head up and down the upper half of Percy's length, using her tongue to massage around the tip, and sometimes even using her teeth to gently grind against the sensitive skin for the extra pleasurement.


While Drew took place on pleasing their master, Annabeth and Katie weren't left just to watch. They sided next to Drew and cooed and moaned into her ears, groping her breasts with one hand, while the other sidled down into Drew's damp fold.


"Mmmngh…" Drew moaned as she felt four fingers prying into her entrance. The whimpering in her ears, the fondling, all of it was too much for her that she unwillingly stopped moving her head—which was immediately met with backlash.


Drew snapped back to earth when a hot, steaming cock barged straight down her throat. Annabeth and Kaite moved back. 


Katie let out a breathy sigh as Drew gagged in despite herself, forced to take in the full length.


Drew looked up through the reflexive tears at Percy, keeping her head down to his roots. She couldn't help but reflect on the last time a man had forced her down his rod.


The difference was when Percy briefly removed his hand from her back, Drew didn't immediately retreat; nor was she terrified by him. Instead, she sealed her lips and let out a long, hearty, and muffled moan.


Percy smiled. It turned out, Aphrodite //did// know what she was talking about.


"Good girl." He patted his new slave on the head. Drew's kaleidoscopic eyes smiled, even as Percy's hand gripped her head more tightly than before.


She started to suck up and down again. Only this time, the recipient met her with violent thrusts of his own.


Annabeth was lost at the sight of Drew getting deepthroated by her boyfriend—or master. She wasn't sure which should come first.


Her hands roamed all around herself until she contented on sucking off Drew's juice from her one hand, while desperately moving her fingers in and out of her lower entrance.


She wondered if that was what it would've looked like when Percy forced //her// down a day prior. If so, she was deeply sorry that she didn't leave any records of it. But then again, it wasn't like these sorts of stuff will be uncommon around him from now on.


Drew felt herself rapidly getting close to climax—aided not only by her own hands pleasuring herself but by the moans of her mistresses indulging in their self-sex.


She squealed into the erection as her lower lips flooded with juice. Percy, also nearing the edge, quickly pulled back and said: "Gather around."


Annabeth and Kaite scooted right up to Drew, who mentally shook herself out of her blissful daze, and all three girls looked up expectantly with their mouths open wide, which threw Percy off the cliff.


The Three slaves moaned in unison as thick white cum hit their faces. Percy grunted in satisfaction as well and sat down on the floor after he was done. Though he soon realized, he wasn't as drained of energy as he was a day before.


"Gods," Katie gasped, breathing in more deeply than ever before. "These are thicker than my fertilizers."


"Well, in some point of view, they are fertilizers, mistress." Drew said with a devious grin, and dreamily added, "That was amazing…" Then she looked around, slightly concerned if their gimmick of slavery wasn't a real gimmick to her.


Luckily for her, it was. And Annabeth nodded, out of breath herself. "Yeah, Seaweed Brain there is surprisingly good forcing stuff down your throat."


"You're welcome," Percy said, and they all giggled. Though Kaite swallowed hard, unnoticed by anyone.


After the arousment factor fizzled out, they all agreed they needed a late-night shower. They went upstairs and through the trap door into Cabin 3. Drew seductively suggested Percy join them in the bathroom as well, but Percy politely refused. 


He didn't want to push boundaries whenever or wherever—and he wanted to check out the Book of Κύριος again, just in case.


 


==========


 


Annabeth Chase
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Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


 


 


Drew Tanaka
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Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


 


==========


 


It seems everything was back to normal. Or, as normal as it could be. He was still not sure if he should destroy the book or not.


He still didn't like it much, regardless of how much he enjoyed these pasr two days, but the experience with Drew made him reconsider his loath for the artifact.


Then, he remembered one of the last lines from Aphrodite.


"For now, go ask your Oracle friend for guidance. Your camp will realize the problem soon enough."


'I should visit Rachel tomorrow.' Percy thought to himself as he flopped on the bed.


The faint gigglings from the shower stalls filled the usual vacant cabin.


Chapter End Notes
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And I think that's it!
See ya'll in the next chapter!


I get the best Maid I could hope for
[Percy's Pov]


For once, I had a good night's sleep. Which obviously meant that something just had to go wrong when I woke up.


"Percy, wake up."


When I opened my eyes, a deeply dejected-looking Annabeth was staring down at me. To be honest, with all the crazy…intimate stuff we've done over two days, it was jarring to see her in such a serious manner.


I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and stifled a yawn. The faint indigo light outside of the window indicated it was barely past midnight in terms of time.


"What's the problem? Did some tentacle monster crawl out of the Book or something?"


Annabeth's frown deepened. "That's…not a thing that can happen, is it?"


"Not if I don't want to."


As Annabeth considered the issue with much more seriousness than I did, I got out of bed. The problem she'd been implying was not hard to discover.


Drew was lying on one of the beds. Her body was stiff like a mummy, and her eyes were open wide. I put a hand over her nose; thank gods, she was still breathing.


"Is she petrified?"


Katie shook her head. "I'm not sure. Neither is Annabeth. Percy…" She paused for a moment and glanced over to Annabeth, who took over the sentence. "…we think she tried to steal your book."


“What?"


"I heard someone bustling and woke up. Drew was lying face down on the porch with the book in her arms. I think it may have been another one of the book's safety mechanisms."


I looked down at Drew again. The worst part was, a part of myself believed Annabeth's theory. Unlike some of her siblings, she wasn't one to throw around any idea she had. 


Still, I didn't want to think that Drew would just hit all of us on the back. 


"Can you wake her up?" I asked. 


Annabeth shook her head. "No. I think that's up to the master."


I slipped the book out of Drew's arm. I opened the page to where my “slaves” were written.


 


==========


 


Annabeth Chase


 


Status: Normal


 


Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


 


 


Drew Tanaka


 


Status: Petrified 


 


Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


Petrified due to the attempt of theft of the book. Punishment is in order.


 


 


==========


 


As soon as I read the last sentence, a groan slipped out of my mouth.


"Not this again…"


Annabeth tried to peek over my shoulder. "Why? What's—oh." 


She must've read the line as well because she suddenly became a lot less enthusiastic; red blush slowly started to creep over her neck.


"I feel like I'm missing some context here," Katie muttered, glancing between us.


I snapped the book shut. "You don't need to get involved, Katie." 


"Unless you want to become Percy's slave as well," Annabeth added. I tried my best to contain my wince at the word ‘slave’.


"Don't use the ‘s’ word, I don't like it."


"Whatever you say, sir," Annabeth smirked.


Before I can decipher if she used the word ‘sir’ in link with my statement, Katie stood up.


She was fiddling with her thumbs as if they were bitten by mosquitoes, blushing furiously just as hard, if not more, than Annabeth. 


"Speaking of which, I have something to say to both of you."


Annabeth's smug grin vanished in a matter of seconds. As I looked up, a strange atmosphere settled between the two girls.


"Am I…missing something?" I asked.


""…No."" They both replied.


Annabeth glanced down at Drew. "Maybe I can talk to Katie downstairs while you wake up Drew."


"Or you two can talk here while I do that."


"Percy—"


"Look, I get the general sense of what you're about to ask. I'm not that clueless."


While Katie's blush went even deeper scarlet, Annabeth scoffed in what I can only describe as bewilderment.


"What?" I demanded.


"Nothing." After a pause, she said, "It took me 4 years to make you look at me like I wanted you to. And now, thanks to that book… never mind."


"Oh."


Scratch what I just said before; I was clueless as fuck. Or at least, vastly inconsiderate. Even Katie's expression changed from embarrassment to something of a man who stepped into a minefield.


Annabeth sighed and ruffled her blonde hair.


"I…I don't know…I don't, I…" She seemed to struggle to find the most correct words to describe her feelings.


But for the first time I've seen, words have failed her. Annabeth's shoulder drooped, and she flopped facr-forst onto an empty bed.


"On second thought," Katie muttered in the awkward silence. "I think I should return to my cabin. Farmings…and stuff, you know."


She left without waiting for a goodbye, leaving me with my thoroughly depressed girlfriend and seaweed for a brain.


I wanted to bang my head into a bedpost; if I was lucky, I might get even knocked unconscious. But then I remembered what mom used to say whenever things got messy.


"One at a time, Percy. I know it's hard for you, but you can't rush anything and get good results. Be calm, like the soothing waves."


Thinking about made me wonder how she'd react if she ever finds out about this situation. Gods, that'll be a nightmare. I'd take another deity in combat than that horrifying incident to take place.


"Annabeth?" I called.


Annabeth made a muffled noise along lines of "What?"


"I'm going to wake up Drew first. Let's find out what happened, and then…deal with the rest."


After a muffled sigh, Annabeth sat up and walked next to her. I tried my best to not worry too much about her rather red eyes.


"Yeah, sure. Good idea, Seaweed Brain. " She plopped down next to me and hugged her knees to her chest.


I turned my attention back to Drew. To be honest, I'm not sure how to wake her up.


"Uh…wake up?" I said hopefully. 


Surprisingly, that worked. 


Drew's skin turned more lively, and her eyelids fluttered open. If someone were to make a movie starring Sleeping Beauty, I'd certainly believe Drew would fit the role.


The daughter of Aphrodite stifled a yawn and looked around with dull eyes, then she saw me, and the book held in my arms.


"…oh." 


"Good morning," I said in my best upbeat tone. "How was your sleep?"


Drew immediately crouched into a ball in a defensive position. Beneath her arms, her kaleidoscopic eyes peeked out with a sense of alertness.


"I didn't mean to steal it!" She cried desperately.


"So you did steal it," Annabeth muttered. Drew whimpered behind her knees.


She just had to say that, didn't she?


"Look, Drew," I put a hand on her shoulder. Drew flinched as if my touch was an electric shock against her skin. "I'm not mad at you. I'm not going to hurt you. I'm just asking a question."


Drew didn't loosen up. Her eyes squinted at me with doubt and fear. "You're lying."


"I'm not."


For a moment, I considered swearing on the River Styx. But I wanted to gain Drew's trust on my terms, not relying on some magical oaths. 


After a long silence, Drew slowly loosened up. She reminded me of a hedgehog in the winter, slowly curling free from its spiky defenses.


"…You're not going to believe what I say."


"Hey, I blew up Mount Saint Helens. If anyone's going to believe any unbelievable story, it's me."


Drew sniveled and muttered "I still don't believe you did that," but it seemed to have eased her mind. She slowly unraveled herself and let her legs dangle over the edge of the bed.


"In my dream, my mom came to visit me."


"Aphrodite?"


Drew rolled her eyes. The multicolored eyes swirling around made me feel dizzy looking at them.


"No, I had two moms in my life—duh! Of course, it was Aphrodite. She…"


Drew paused for a second. 


"She, she wasn't…normal. Something was different about her."


"Was she a glowing pink figure?" Annabeth asked dully. I supposed that would be the case as well, but Drew shook her head with a frown.


"No, she looked normal. What are you talking about?"


That made Annabeth frown as well. "What do you mean? That's how Percy described her when she visited him."


"My mom visited you?"


"Just last night. She, uh, she kinda told me—"


I tried to search for a good, non-offensive term to refer to Drew's messed up childhood, but she bested me to it with a resigned sigh.


"She told me about my father, didn't she? That's why you two and Katie went full-on BDSM on me."


I couldn't verbally confirm or deny it. Even Annabeth averted her eyes from Drew and grew a sudden interest in her toes.


Drew folded her arms and stared at the floor. I guessed she'd end up screaming at me or slapping me across the face.


Instead, the daughter of Aphrodite tilted her head and rest her head on my shoulder.


"That was nice, Percy."


My reaction was very smooth. It was something like: "Uh, guh, what?"


Drew snickered and ran her fingers over the back of my hand.


"I said, that was nice. It was a nice thing you did."


Before I could reply, Annabeth made a frustrated grunt and I scooted away from Drew.


"Let's get back to the topic on hand," Annabeth said, promptly sitting in between Drew and me. "You said Aphrodite wasn't “normal”, would you mind elaborating?"


Drew stared at Annabeth for the longest second before "…I said she looked fine, but everything else wasn't."


"Everything else?"


"Yes. For one, she smelled like dirt; literally dirt—like soil. And her voice was oddly deprived of emotion like someone was puppeteering her from behind."


Annabeth and I shared a glance. This didn't sound good at all.


"And what did she say in your dream?" I asked. 


Drew gulped, then looked down at her toes. "She told me to take the book away from you and bury it. I couldn't resist, Percy; it was like she used Charmspeak on me."


"You're saying that your mother used Charmspeak on you to take the book."


"Yes."


Drew was so blunt with her claim that Annabeth was taken aback. The Daughter of Aphrodite smiled rather cynically.


"Just because you uphold your godly mother on a holy grail, doesn't mean we all do, Wise Girl."


"That's not…" Whatever Annabeth was going to say, she swallowed her words. "Don't call me “Wise Girl”." She snapped at Drew, who shrugged. 


Annabeth turned to me. "I'll try and make contact with Olympus. I have a hotline via IM."


"They have hotlines on Iris Message?"


Annabeth rolled her eyes as she stood up. "Every communication has a hotline option," and then she left the room.


Now that we were alone in silence, I quickly realized that I didn't know much about Drew. 


For most of my time in the camp, I knew as much as her about the rest of the camp; she was a typical “Cruel Cheerleader” girl you'd see in everyday sitcoms. 


Then last night happened, I suddenly learned that she was horrifyingly abused when she was a child, pushing her into the control freak everyone viewed her, and she was also very willing to let go of that control when the opportunity came.


"…So, how was last night?" I asked tentatively.


Drew snorted. "Percy, you don't ask a girl questions like that."


"Oh." I felt my face growing hot like a running stove. "How come?"


"Well, it pictures you in a nervous light if you wonder stuff like that." She stood up as well, "Girls tend to prefer more reliable guys."


I couldn't help but note that she was wearing a spare Camp Half-Blood t-shirt from my closet, which was a size or two big for her. Her cleavage was very visible.


"Is there something you want to say, Master?" Drew asked, gently swaying her breasts.


The movement was hypnotizing, almost like Charmspeak. But I held myself back. Just because I could fuck whoever I want, whenever I want, didn't mean I should.


Besides, with Annabeth being cranky about the whole situation, I don't think succumbing to my most basic instinct is a good idea.


"First off, don't call me Master unless the moment calls for it."


Drew's eyes lit up. "Ooh, so there are going to be more?"


I decided to bypass coming up with an answer to that and continued. "Secondly, you need to wear some clothes."


Drew pouted her lower lip and huffed, "Well, your pants are not something I can manage; and I still need some underwear."


"Wait, you've got no underwear at the moment?"


Drew nodded, then before I could stop her, she grabbed the hem of the t-shirt and hoisted it up over her breasts. Needless to say, she was wearing nothing but skin. Her breasts bounced up and down as Drew did small hops on the spot.


Not going to lie; it was a very effective temptation. But I didn't fall for it.


"Drew, stop selling yourself short," I said.


Drew's smile wavered, and she let her shirt fall back over her body.


"What do you mean?"


"Well, if you're going to be semi-naked whenever you're around me, then there's no excitement in seeing your bare skin."


She considered my words for a moment.


"So, what you're saying is, you want to preserve my nudity. Like a wine."


"Not exactly, but sure. Let's go with that."


Drew considered it for some more, and finally, nodded slowly and rubbed her arm. "Alright. It's just…I assumed, after what happened last night…"


"Right." I cleared my throat. If last night was the only thing to go by, it's no wonder that Drew guessed I'd be fully on board with sex whenever, wherever.


Well, considering last night, I guess can't say that I'm not with utter confidence. I tend to get lost in the moment if it gets intense enough, you know?


"But how are you going to get clothes for me?" Drew asked. 


"If you go to Aphrodite's cabin, they'll sniff out this before the end of the day. And I don't think either Annabeth or Katie's underwear will fit if you know what I mean." She winked and jiggled her boobs slightly.


Those were both good points, but I already had an answer. I picked up the Book of Κύριος and tapped its cover.


This thing can create whatever I needed as long as I wrote it down on an empty page. The rules weren't entirely clear yet, but it made a whole sex dungeon under my cabin. I'm sure it can cook up a decent set of clothes.


I wrote “Pants and underwear for a girl.” on a page. I didn't have to be specific to get what I want; Annabeth speculated that it linked in with my inner picture of what I was asking for.


I imagined Drew's normal outfit: Camp Half-Blood t-shirt, jeans, you get the idea. Underwear, I just improvised from Annabeth's.


Soon enough, a heap of fabrics materialized on top of the bedsheets.


"That's insanely impressive," Drew commented.


"Help yourself," I said and turn around, so I won't see her getting changed.


Drew went to pick up the clothes, and then she made a small squeal. She tapped my shoulders with a wide grin.


"Quite a daring message, master."


I frowned. "What?" 


Drew held up the clothes I conjured up. It was a maid outfit—a legit one, and a skimpy one at that. The skirt was too short to cover half of the thigh, the lingerie was see-through and only covered the front half, and to top it all off, the underwear was a single black laced garter belt.


In short, it was a maid outfit you'd see in porn. Um, not that I watched any…


"Uh, I think the book made a mistake. Hold on."


"Sure," Drew smirked and admired the clothing while I frantically flipped through the book. 


Soon, I spotted something that tempted me to thrust this piece of paper into the saltwater fountain.


==========


 


 


Drew Tanaka


 


Status: Maid(In Punishment) 


 


Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


Petrified due to the attempt of theft of the book. The designated punishment is 'Maid'.


 


* 'Maid' is a rank placed lower than the usual slave. She has several rules that she needs to follow.


 


1. The 'Maid' has to follow the orders of her master in any situation. This includes Physiological phenomena such as orgasm or ejaculation.


 


2. The 'Maid' has to return to her master by midnight, or she will face further punishment. 


 


3. The 'Maid' is only allowed one piece of clothing that the book will provide; it will clean itself and disguise itself in others' eyes unless the master wants otherwise. 


 


4. The 'Maid' has to carry out choirs for the Master. If there are multiple 'Maid's, some may be released from this duty.


 


5. The 'Maid' will get slowly aroused every time her Master isn't in contact with her. However, she can only reach her climax with her Master.


 


6. The 'Maid' has to call her master, 'Master'.


 


==========


 


“This retarded book is going to be the end of me.” I groaned.


Drew peaked over my shoulders. "Why? What does it say? I don't see anything." 


I allowed her access to the book and let her read the rules by herself. I didn't want to explain all of that to her.


To my surprise, when Drew was done she didn't look upset at all.


"So, this is a punishment bestowed upon me because I tried to steal the book. I guess that's fair."


"Is it?" I asked. Drew shrugged and slipped out of the Camp Half-Blood t-shirt. Instantly, the maid outfit latched onto her body.


"Oh, I guess this thing is magic." Drew examined the clothing on her body and did a small hop or two. Her boobs were much more noticeable than before. "Quite comfortable too."


"Well, that's a relief at least," I muttered and tried to stand up when Drew stopped me with her arms.


"Wait! I want to test out Rule No.1, Percy—!" Her sentence ended in a small yelp and Drew suddenly covered her breasts as she huddled on the floor.


"What's wrong?"


"I…nothing, Percy—!" Drew yelped again, and this time, let out a breathy moan. "I, I think…this outfit shocks my nipples whenever I don't use the word ‘Master’. Rule No.6, I'd believe. "


"Right…"


I watched Drew moaning as she massaged her nipples. The scene was seriously ticking into my patience.


"…you said something about testing the rule?"


You know, if Drew really wanted to whore herself out to me, then wouldn't it be more of a dick move to constantly refuse her than engage with her?


Unaware of the shiftings in my thought process, Drew nodded. Her breath was still shaky from the double shocks she received.


"Yes, No. 1."


"And that was, what, I order you to do anything and you'll follow it, correct?"


"Yes."


"Yes, who?"


Drew blinked for a second.


Then, a devious grin spread across her face. She changed from huddling to kneeling on the floor and looked up.


"Yes, Master."


"Good girl." I ran my fingers across her hair and Drew shuddered on the spot.


As much as I enjoyed this, I was still worried for Annabeth. And I wanted to see Rachel sooner than later as well.


So I decided to make it quick.


"Reach climax three times in a row."


Immediately, Drew's eyes widened. Then, they rolled back as her breath hitched and she toppled forward. From between her legs, a pool of liquid burst out, and Drew let out an elongated moan.


"I think the Rule works just fine. What do you think?" I asked Drew, gently nudging her cheek with my toe.


Drew managed a small moan as she spasmed on the floor. Though a dumb grin on her face told me she wasn't in any danger. Also, it was very empowering.


"I'll leave you to handle the aftermath on your own."


I was about to leave when Drew called with a shaking voice.


"W, wait…master."


I looked back. Drew was shakily standing up to her feet. Her legs were still dribbling juices, but there was a sense of determination in her eyes.


"I, I'll have a talk with Annabeth, master. Some matters are better handled without the man in question."


I considered for a moment. On one hand, I really didn't want to toss aside Annabeth's problem to someone else. It didn't feel very responsible on my part.


But then again, I had no idea how to comfort her, or if that's what she wanted to begin with. A prime daughter of Aphrodite might be a better counselor for these types of problems.


"…Very well. Thanks, Drew. I'm counting on you."


Drew smiled and nodded. 


I left my cabin. 


It was a bright, cool morning.


I started to make my way to the Cave of the Oracle. I wonder how our new oracle is doing.


Resolving unfinished business
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
[Percy's Pov]


The Oracle's cave was located on the West side of the Camp. 


It was slightly away from most of the campsite, as most of the campers were uncomfortable with the idea of an Oracle living in the Big House.


Rachel didn't seem to mind too much, but I always thought it was a bit harsh. I mean, I have nothing against caves, but humanity stopped using them as shelters…whatever amount of time has passed since then.


And unlike the prior Oracle Ms. Mummy, Rachel wasn't someone to be afraid of. Even if she hit the Titan Lord of Time with a blue plastic hairbrush that one time.


Two torches burned with green fire at the outside of the cave. It cast an ominous light over the entrance, even in broad daylight.


"Rachel?" I called. 


No one answered. Maybe she was still asleep.


I shuffled my feet through the cluster of fake bones, empty paint cans, and other artsy wastes that I can't recognize and pushed aside the velvet curtain.


At first, the room was too dark to see anything. The curtain flapped back to cover the light, and immediately, several amber lanterns turned on their own, giving me just enough light to look around. 


The room was incredibly bland; nothing to make note of except for a massive sofa, a pair of bean bag chairs, a table, and the trademark three-legged stool.


The main room led off to two rooms. I'd guess those were the bathroom and bedroom each.


But that wasn't what grabbed my attention.


"Hello, Percy." Rachel greeted me on the sofa.


I would've said “Hi,” back if her clothes hadn't entirely thrown me off balance. Rachel had a huge dark robe draped around her shoulders.


That was it. There was nothing else under it. Or at least, that's what I presumed, as there was a neatly folded pile of clothing left on the stool. A pair of light green bra and panty was at the top.


I swallowed a huge gulp. Maybe it was the warm lighting in midst of a dark theme, or maybe it was because I never expected Rachel to be in such…state. 


Whatever the reason was, this was vastly arousing.


"I—uh, this feels like a wrong time to visit…" I edged toward the curtain, hoping that the dark room hid my erection.


However, Rachel shook her head. Her grip around the cloak loosened just slightly, exposing the slightest bit more of her cleavage.


Gods be damned, she was really good at this.


"No, Percy. You've come just as I expected; or I guess I should say, foreseen."


She waved at one of the bean bag chairs as an invitation. Without any more objections, I sat on it.


The bag was very comfortable. I could use one of these in my cabin. But my attention snapped back to Rachel when she cleared her throat.


"So, what brings you here this early?" she asked while pouring hot water into a set of tea cups.


Since when did Rachel-fucking-Dare drink tea instead of high-caffeine energy drinks, I had no idea. But the smell was nice, at least.


"Didn't you just say you foresaw me coming inside here? I thought you'd be aware of it."


Rachel frowned. "That's not how prophecies work, Percy. I only saw you come in here…amongst other things." 


Her voice trailed off as she snuggled into her seat. I couldn't be sure with the dingy lighting, but I think she might've been blushing. 


Rachel slid a cup of tea to me and took a sip out of hers. I followed her example. 


The tea was sweaty and warm, but I wasn't civilized enough to tell what kind of brand it was. I was more surprised that there was a sweet tea at all. 


"So, what brings you here?" Rachel asked again.


I explained to her about the meeting with Aphrodite, and also added Drew's weird dream including a fake Aphrodite. Maybe I can call her fake-phrodite if she appears again.


Rachel was silent for a long time after I finished telling her.


"I'm afraid I didn't see any danger that might threaten the Camp at the moment. Unless…"


"Unless?" I asked urgently. 


We all went through an entire war just this summer. If something were to happen, I was ready to do anything to prevent it; or at least reduce the damage. 


However, Rachel's blush deepened and she squirmed in her seat. Her hands that held the cloak loosened, even more, now they were barely hanging on by her shoulders.


I did my best to not stare at her exposed skin. Not sure if it worked, though.


"Hey, I don't mean to be rude, but can you…perhaps put on some clothes?"


Rachel blinked, then sighed disappointedly. She took another sip of her tea. 


"Actually, there have been some ‘issues’ with the Oracle recently."


"Issues?" I frowned. "But you just said you saw me—"


"That's the problem." Rachel grasped her hands over the edge of the cloak. "The visions never showed anything this specific before, or didn't focus on anyone."


"Focus?" I asked again.


Rachel nodded. "During the past two days, I have seen several visions. They were all about you, Percy. You…with a harem of females."


"Oh."


It felt like someone just swung a 100-pound mallet at the back of my head.


Me?


A harem of girls?


"…is that why you're not wearing anything?"


Rachel answered by letting her cloak free. The dark fabric fluttered to the floor, and Rachel exposed her bare skin in full view.


The first thing I realized was that I have been underselling her breasts. 


For whatever reason, I always thought(not that I thought things like these regularly before) Rachel was on par with Annabeth; not small, per se, but nowhere big as well.


Turns out, those were a tad bit bigger than Katie's. An impressive size, even if wasn't the biggest I've seen.


But the Oracle's most attractive point was her thighs. I wouldn't call Rachel fat on my worst day, but those were very thick thighs. I could already imagine how her rear would look when she was bent over the couch.


Rachel shuttered and let out the smallest moan. She must've felt my eyes roaming all over her body, examining her. 


Her hands danced around her skin for a bit, before landing on one of her breasts and between her thighs.


"I do know one thing. The book you have," She said between moans. "It is powerful enough to bend gods to your will."


The most rational part of my brain tried to work up a theory with that information. 


Aphrodite mentioned the book was corrupted by someone. Maybe someone who corrupted it wanted to tamper with the Olympians. Perhaps in order to do so, the said being might've harmed Aphrodite.


But that was as far as that thought thread went. Rachel's masturbation was a too arousing site to ignore for too long.


Rachel's hands picked up the pace. She bit her lower lip as she reached her climax. Her red hair fluttered in the air as Rachel thrust her head back, before slumping against the couch. Her milky skin glistened under the dim amber light of the lanterns.


I made my way over to her and leaned into her ear.


"Did you see this in your vision as well? Or are you just excited from seeing others getting fucked by me?"


Rachel moaned again and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me onto the couch as well.


"Get that massive bitch breaker out," she whispered. "I've been waiting for this moment since we were inside your Prius."


"Technically, that was Paul's—erm, my stepdad's."


Rachel rolled her emerald eyes. "I don't care, Percy. Drop your pants."


Initially, I was more than willing to do as told. But then something held me back; I hadn't even had sex with Annabeth.


Call me weird, perverted, or any other gross words. But if I were to have a harem, I at least wanted Annabeth to be my first experience.


The problem was, if I rejected Rachel now, that would be the ‘Prius’ all over again for her.


"Percy?" Rachel asked with the slightest bit of concern in her voice.


Thankfully, my brain was well-experienced in coming up with excuses, and it recently picked up the skill of thinking up arousing scenarios.


"You said I'd get a harem, right?"


"Yes, what about it?" She said, now slightly frustrated at the blue-balling; even though she didn't have any.


I put on a grin and looked over her eyes. "If that's the case, what makes you worthy for my “Bitch Breaker”?"


"What?" Rachel asked with a frown. She was taken aback, most likely because I'd usually not ask for ‘worthiness’ from anyone.


I pushed on before she can come up with a reply. "I suggest a small game; a challenge while foreplay, so to say."


"…Well, I wouldn't say no to foreplay. What's the challenge, Sea Biscuit?"


Sea Biscuit?


"That's a new nickname."


Rachel grinned. "I came up on my own." 


"Because you were jealous of Annabeth having one?" I asked.


Rachel's smile turned into a scowl. 


"Shut up." She muttered and tried to shove a cushion in my face, but I put it aside easily.


First things first, I removed my clothes. I was tempted to stop on my pants, just because the cave was much colder bare-skinned, but Rachel insisted it was only fair that I be naked as well.


When I pulled off the T-shirt over my head, Rachel goggled at my midriff with her mouth agape.


"Since when did you have a six-pack?" She demanded.


I shrugged. "Fighting monsters for 5 years pays off, I guess."


I beckoned at her to get off the couch. Rachel frowned, but did as told, only for her frown to deepen when I lay on the couch instead.


"Did you seriously just steal my spot?"


"Hey, it's to make you more comfortable for the game. Do you have any timers?"


Rachel pulled out a small hourglass from one of the tiny drawers on the table. "It's for 5 minutes. Why?"


"Get on the couch. 69 style. You know what that is, right?"


Rachel's frown slowly turned into a sly grin. "Oh, I know." She eagerly jumped on the couch. From under it, her thighs; and consequently her ass was even more arousing.


"Wow, this is a healthy one if I've ever seen one," Rachel said and I felt her hand enclosing around my full erection.


That made me question. "Have you ever seen anyone else's?"


Rachel looked back with a smirk. "Getting jealous?"


"Shut up." 


I slapped one of her ass cheeks, and Rachel let out a small yelp before answering. 


"For your information, no. My father's name was more than enough to scare away any normal kids, and I never went to the ‘parties’ rich kids had all the time. You're officially the first person on earth to get a view like this."


She shook her hips from side to side, making them jiggle. I resisted the urge to disregard the game and spank her until she submitted—though I had a fleeting suspicion that Rachel won't refuse that either.


"So, what's the game?"


"Nothing special." I flipped the hourglass, and the sand started to trickle down. "Five minutes, whoever reaches climax more loses. The winner can ask for whatever they want."


"Oh, you're on Jackson—!"


Rachel's voice hitched up when I flicked her clit with fingers, and she let out a moan when I brushed over her lower lips. Her confident smile disappeared, and she dove her head down.


I was slightly nervous when she sealed her lips around my cock. Her mouth felt very good, but it was quickly revealed that my speculation was correct; Rachel wasn't too good at giving heads.


I could feel that she was trying her best, bobbing her head as far as it went, while pumping up and down the rest with her hands, but compared to Annabeth or Drew, she had quite a lot to improve.


Then again, I didn't have any prior experience with fingering as well. The difference was, I had a magic book at my side.


My hands seemed to have a mind on their own as they spread Rachel's slit open, but at the same time, I was very aware of what I was doing.


I slipped in a finger. I explored the insides carefully, circling like tracing the edge of a teacup.


"Mmhmm…" Rachel let a muffled moan. Her arms and legs supporting her buckled slightly, which was a good sign.


I slipped in a second finger. I became more adventurous, stirring around the inside and making Rachel moan more loudly. 


Her hands retracted from my dick as her attention got distracted from pleasing me to getting pleased herself.


With my other hand, I reached down and found one of her breasts. It was soft like a pillow and warm like a bowl of soup—did that analogy make sense?


Oh, and speaking of anal-ogy…


"Mmm!" Rachel squealed in surprise when I foisted a third finger in the pussy, and pushed my thumb in through her asshole.


Now she even forgot to move her head. All she could do was keep moaning while I fingered her in both holes.


Soon enough, I squeezed out from under her and made Rachel flop on the couch as I went into a more comfortable position.


"T-this, th-is, is not fair-!" 


Rachel's hip arced as I gave it another slap. Now both of her ass cheeks had a red hand print on them as they shook up and down.


 "Yeah, but you're enjoying it."


Rachel moaned loudly, which was a suitable answer.


I could feel her climax approaching once more; the walls around my fingers tightened in excitement.


Right before she reached it, I pulled out.


"Agh—what?" Rachel looked up, panting rapidly. 


I put my fingers coated with her juice in her mouth, and she started sucking on it without question.


"Masturbate," I said. "Admit your defeat by your hands."


Rachel didn't even hesitate for a second. Her hands dived down to her pelvis, and within seconds she thrust her head back as the second release set her nerves on fire.


The couch had a long wet line from Rachel's ejaculation. Considering this was her second climax within 10 minutes, it was impressive.


"You know, I think you'd be a decent sprinkler in the strawberry fields."


Rachel tried to scowl, but all that came out was a small whimper.


Needless to say, 5 minutes have already passed. And I was the victor. Though Rachel didn't look at all upset at her loss.


On the contrary, she put on an expectant grin as I loomed over her on the couch.


"So, this is the moment I grant you your wish?"


"Pretty much." 


I reached for the Book of Κύριος. I didn't take it with me when I left the Cabin, but it sort of appeared whenever I needed it.


I had decided not to question the various magics this book had after it made an entire sex dungeon in the basement of my cabin—when previously, there wasn't even any basement, to begin with.


Rachel looked at me quizzically as I wrote something down. I brought out a blindfold from the pages.


"That's the book, isn't it?" She asked.


"It is."


I slipped on the blindfold over her eyes. Rachel didn't show any resistance apart from a small flinch.


"How do you feel?" I asked.


I could almost see Rachel rolling her eyes. "I just covered my eyes, it's not a world changer."


"Don't be too sure about that just yet."


I couldn't contain my excited grin. Then again, Rachel couldn't see it anymore.


I reached out and grabbed her breasts. Rachel gasped but mostly stayed in her spot.


I leaned forward and whispered in her ear. "I'm going to make sure you remember this moment, based on your 5 senses. First would be your touch."


Rachel gulped. "…alright."  


I groped her breasts, squeezed them, fondled them. I flicked, pinched, and twisted the erect nipples. Generally, I did whatever I wanted with her boobs.


Rachel squirmed on the spot, gasps, and moans escaping her whenever I pulled off a good shot, which was more than often.


"You'll remember these touches."


"Okay—ah!" Rachel yelped when I slapped her breasts, making them jiggle up and down.


"Your only answer will be “Yes” or “No”, do you understand?"


Rachel let out a heated breath. "Yes…"


"Yes, what?" I twisted her nipples, and Rachel wriggled under my touch.


"Yes…master." She whispered. 


I was going for something like “Sir”, but I guess this works too. Even better, if you think about it.


"Good girl." I soothed my hand through her frizzy red hair. With my other hand, I reached out and grabbed her panty. "Put your hands over your head."


Rachel obediently followed, and I tied them together with her underwear. 


"Next will be hearing."


I flipped Rachel over on my lap, making her yelp in surprise. I rubbed over her asscheeks before giving her a good slap.


Slap!


"Ah!"


Rachel flinched her head up. I grabbed her hair and forced her to keep it that way.


"Remember these sounds." 


"Y-yes, master."


I let her head fall and brought my hand down again.


Slap!


 


Slap!!


 


Slap!!!


 


I've seen Annabeth getting spanked before (very unintentionally), but I had to admit, Rachel was a much better candidate.


She had much more flesh that jiggled with every smack, and her milk skin made the handprints much more visible.


Soon enough, her entire rear was bright red. Rachel's whimpering was getting rather intense as well, so I stopped.


As compensation, I gently lowered her onto the couch and nuzzled into her neck. Rachel sighed and relaxed as I traced up her skin with my lips, all the to her jawline.


She turned when I was about to reach her cheek, and our lips brushed against each other. Rachel wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me closer.


Our lips locked with each other's, and within seconds we were furiously making out. 


Rachel seemed to be determined to suck out my soul through my mouth as she tried to ravish my tongue with hers. Again, she lacked the skills to make it happen, but I appreciate her thorough enthusiasm.


I let her rein free for some time, before grasping her hair by a fistful and pulling her head back, breaking the kiss. Rachel gasped out loud, panting loudly as she gulped down the air she needed.


Her hand tried to lift her blindfold. I reached out and stopped it.


Naturally, her brow furrowed.


"Why not?" Rachel demanded.


"You're not done with your lessons, Ms. Dare."


Rachel groaned. "Don't call me that ever again."


I couldn't tell if she was irritated or turned on. Possibly both. Whatever it was, she complied without a hitch when I adjusted her position on the sofa.


Now, instead of being sprawled over the sofa, Rachel was leaning the back of her shoulders at the armrest.


"Please, no more spanking?" She asked hopefully, gathering her hands in front of her bare chest. 


Combine it with the fact that she was an Oracle, and I can certainly say it was quite a scene. I really should get a camera sometime.


"No more spanking," I agreed, "But it's a shame. You were amazing."


"All I did was get slapped and whimper."


"And you were amazing at it."


Rachel huffed. Even behind the blindfold, I could see her emerald eyes rolling in exasperation.


Her irritation melted away when I pulled out my big gun right up her face. 


I could feel her body trembling between my legs, and even before I gave any instruction she lean forward, pressed her face against the erection, and deeply inhaled the scent.


She exhaled with a low moan and smugly grinned.


"First touching and then sound; it isn't hard to figure out your plan, master."


In answer to her conceited claim, I slapped her face with my cock. Rachel gasped in surprise before quickly doubling down on her attitude; making whimpers and begging for more.


I complied and smacked her across a few more times before grinding against her nose with the lower part of my shaft.


Rachel let out a long moan as her head arched over her back, trying her best to follow my movement as she breathed in as deeply as she could.


"You will remember this scent."


"Yes, master."


I backed off for a moment. Rachel was panting like a dog out in the hot sun, eagerly anticipating the “lesson” to continue.


Her hips buckled on their own. I could confidently say that she'd also be dripping wet between her thick thighs.


As tempting as that was, I still wanted to postpone nailing her. Instead, I reached out and pinched her nose shut.


"As there are only two lessons left, I'll give you a choice. Is it sight? Or taste?"


Rachel opened her mouth wide and flicked her tongue up and down as an invitation.


"Very well."


I placed the tip on her tongue. Rachel's body flinched as if someone had just tased her. 


Usually, I would've driven straight down her throat, but as this was supposed to be a lesson, I took the time and carefully traced over her tongue.


Rachel did her best to lap up the precum leaking from the tip of my end. Her bound hands trembled, desperate to be free so that she could touch herself.


I put a finger under her chin. She raised it before I could make her, and I slowly slid down the red carpet in her mouth.


A longing moan was quickly muffled under the cock. Rachel did her best to use her tongue, but again, she wasn't that good at it.


I slowly inched my way down until I felt the tip touch the back of her throat. Rachel let out a small shriek and her hips bounced up in surprise as her gag reflex kicked in.


I doubt forcefully shoving in deeper would end up good for both of us. Thankfully, an idea came to me almost immediately.


"Very well," I shifted just slightly backward so that Rachel wasn't too uncomfortable while holding about 1/3 of my length behind her lips.


I reached out, untied her hand, and guided them to my uncovered cock. Without showing any confusion, Rachel clasped her hands around the shaft.


Rather than performing a normal handjob, Rachel started by doing a massage. And, unlike her mouth, she was very good at it. 


I had to bite back moans from escaping my throat as her hands gently pressed all over my erection, trying to coax the climax out.


Rachel's lips curled up into a rather victorious grin. For someone who claims she hated being privileged, she was certainly rather quick to jump into the higher position.


“You really need to learn your place.”


I yanked away her hands by the wrists and pushed forward. Rachel's small grin disappeared as her air pipe was suddenly blocked.


Her legs scraped against the sofa. She instinctively tried to shake me off, but I squeezed her sides between my legs and firmly held her face in place. A line of saliva trickled down her chin as she spluttered for air.


Just before Rachel reached the breaking point, I quickly pulled out. 


Her head lulled back over the armrest as she heaved, relishing the air. I took the chance to finally remove her blindfold and was pleased to find the emerald eyes crossed and unfocused.


"And this is your final lesson."


I propped the now-soaked cock over her face. While still in a stooper, Rachel reached out and started to rub it up and down.


Soon enough, I clenched my toes as I coated the Oracle's face white. 


Rachel groaned as hot droplets splashed against her face. Her tongue rolled out, trying to lap up them the best she could. 


I put up a hand mirror and the emerald eyes hazily stared into her reflection.


She was an absolute mess. Strands of her red hair were sticking to the side of her face, her lips were slightly swollen from the last-minute poundings, and her unfocused eyes kept closing as cum slowly dribbled down her face.


"Remember this face," I said.


Another small, soft moan slipped through her lips as the Oracle nodded.


"Yes, master." She said with an obedient grin.


 


[Line Break]


 


I would've been content to leave after that whole session was over. However, Rachel insisted that I should stay as she cleaned herself.


You know, it's odd how even after you've just seen the girl naked, the sound of her taking a shower is somewhat arousing.


Or maybe I'm just having late puberty—who's to say?


After a good long half an hour(I checked using the hourglass), Rachel came out of the bathroom. Naturally, she didn't bother putting on clothes.


"Aren't you cold?" I asked, not being able to avert my eyes from her tits jiggling every step.


Rachel shrugged. "Not really. And besides," she put her arms under her busts and lean forward with a sly grin.


"You like seeing these, don't you?"


"I've seen bigger." I retorted. Though I didn't pass on the chance to pinch her nipples.


Rachel gasped and shuddered on the spot, but quickly regained herself and sat on the couch.


She crossed her thighs on each other as she covered her red hair with a towel.


"Percy, you haven't had sex with Annabeth yet, have you?"


I nearly spat out my tea.


"How did you—I mean, um…"


Rachel rolled her eyes. "You kind of gave it away when you suddenly suggested a game. As fun as it was, it was rather an unsubtle way of showing you didn't want to do it with me."


"Ah." My mouth suddenly felt very dry. "Well, it's not like I…" 


I racked my brain to think up a phrase that could say what I wanted to without sounding like a womanizer.


However, thankfully, Rachel beat me to it.


"I know; you don't want anyone else until Annabeth had her turn. I know you more than you'd think, Perseus Jackson. You don't have to explain everything."


I blankly stared as Rachel crossed her arms and looked away, blinking faster than usual.


For one, it was a while since I'd gotten a Gatling gun-like speech from her. And the other was, I finally understood that even after becoming the Oracle, Rachel still had the same affection for me.


"…Sorry," I muttered.


Rachel raised her eyebrow. "For what?"


"For leaving you back at the Prius like that. I shouldn't have done that."


"No, you shouldn't have." Rachel snapped. But then she let out a resigned sigh, and her shoulders sagged down several inches.


"…Look, I know you left to save the world. And nobody in their right mind would fault you for leaving a girl behind for that cause.


I just, I couldn't help but think, if Blackjack was 10 seconds late, would you and I…"


Rachel's voice trailed into nothing as she carefully examined my expression.


I had to ponder about it as well. 


Back then, I was unsure about Rachel as much as I was about Annabeth. And in terms of clarity, Annabeth was much more ambiguous than Rachel.


But I couldn't erase the feeling that whatever may have happened in the Prius, I would've ended up falling for Annabeth. I couldn't explain why or how—I just had a feeling.


Rachel seemed to have deducted all of my thoughts as I ended them.


"I see…" she said with a small smile.


"Rachel, you're a great girl. I'm sure you'd find someone else…if you weren't an Oracle."


The sudden realization made me frown.


"Hey, aren't you supposed to be a maiden to be an Oracle? Why did you…"


"You know, the rules didn't especially state that the Oracle should stay a maiden. And if the visions the Oracle was showing me were any indicator, I'd say she's in this as much as I am.


Speaking of…"


Rachel reached under the desk and pulled out a pen.


"I'm writing my name on your book."


"What?"


Rachel gave me an exaggerated frown.


"You can't have been possible considering this as a one-off event now, can you? I still have a lot to learn, master."


As I struggled to find words, Rachel winked, reached out for the Book of Κύριος laying on the floor, and quickly wrote down her name.


She handed it back to me and sprang up to her feet.


"Well, it's time I do some Oracle stuff! I'll let you know if I see something that might interest you.


Bye-bye!"


And before I can object, she pushed me out of the cave.


Still dumbfounded, I opened the book.


 


==========


 


Annabeth Chase


Status: Normal


Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


 


Drew Tanaka


Status: Maid(In Punishment)


Automatically added due to the attempt of tampering with the book.


Petrified due to the attempt of theft of the book. The designated punishment is 'Maid'.


 


 


Rachel Elizabeth Dare


Status: Normal


Voluntarily added herself.


 


 


==========


 


How am I even supposed to explain this to Annabeth?


“This is turning into a nightmare…”


At the same time, however, I couldn't help a small grin appearing as I trudged down to camp.


Chapter End Notes


This is my longest chapter, yet I'm not sure if this holds up to the previous ones. Tell me what you thought about it, and how I handled Rachel.


See you all in the next chapter!


Everyone has Kinks
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
[3rd Person's Pov]


As he walked through the early morning of the camp, Percy couldn't help feeling a bit alienated from the group.


A handful of year-round campers going to get breakfast, or gathering around to do some activities… none of them knew that he was just coming back from face-fucking the Oracle.


Not that he was complaining about it. It was just…odd, watching the others go around their daily life while his “daily life” turned into something very different.


But then again, he had nothing extraordinary to look forward to anymore. Perhaps he could hope for a tamer day, deprived of all the sexual rollercoasters he had been on for the last 3 days.


"Or was it 4?" Percy muttered, frowning to himself. Being ADHD made it cumbersome to check something trivial. 


However, all of his curiosity was blown out of his mind as soon as he entered Cabin 3.


"Mmmph! Hnnngh!"


Right behind the entrance, Drew was tied in doggy style with her mouth blocked by a red ball gag. All she could do was moan against it as her body shuddered with humiliation and excitement.


The maid outfit—which was the only outfit she was allowed to wear—left very little for the imagination. The short tight skirt was rolled up her hips, exposing her pussy and a thick dildo vibrator whirring in it.


"Hmmmph!" 


As Percy watched, completely lost for words, Drew's multicolored eyes rolled back and her hips buckled. She didn't spurt out or anything, but it was obvious that she just reached a climax.


"…yeah, this might as well happen," Percy muttered. He pulled the vibrator out of Drew. 


Instantly, the maid let out a resounding moan and slumped down on the floor. Her exposed breasts mushed against the floor as her chest heaved.


It was hard to not look at the sight of one of the prettiest girls in camp in such a state, but Percy focused on the vibrator for now.


It was unsurprisingly soaked with her juices, but what grabbed Percy's interest was the small tag hanging at the edge of the handle. 


It had a small note scribbled on it with handwriting that he recognized oh so well.


8 pm. My cabin. Dress up.


"Drew?" Percy called.


Drew moaned as she struggled to set herself free. 


Percy sighed and untied the red ropes binding her and took the gag away. All the while getting the closest views of her ass and tits shaking around, which made his pants feel tight.


"Oh, gods…oh my gods…that was intense…!" Drew moaned. One hand traveled down to her crotch to continue pleasuring, while the other hand caressed one of her giant milk sacks.


Even though he'd just seen Rachel masturbate in front of him, Percy was more than willing to enjoy the show. But he had to ask about the message first.


"Drew, stop masturbating." He demanded. Instantly, her hands stopped what they were doing. 


Drew opened her eyes and looked up at her master with a small frown. Though being in a half-naked maid outfit with her privates exposed didn't really paint a disrupted image.


"Glad to see you're enjoying yourself, at least," Percy mumbled before showing her the small note. "What does this mean? I'd assume you talked with Annabeth."


Drew rolled her eyes. "It means she wants to see you at Cabin 6 by 8 pm. It's not some complicated code."


"But why though?" Percy asked.


Drew smiled and put a finger against her lower lip. "Now that's something we decided to keep a surprise until you get to see it for yourself, master."


Percy swallowed. By the looks of it, Drew's talk with Annabeth seemed to have gone well; he could only imagine what kind of surprise Annabeth would be getting ready about now.


"And speaking of which… may I ask some reward for a mission well-done?" 


Drew snuck up next to Percy's legs and rubbed the apparent lump with her palm. She looked up at her master with a perfect mixture of cute and seductive, batting her eyelashes.


Percy swallowed and fixed his shirt collar as Drew's hand sped up, herself letting out small moans, urging him to make a choice.


Finally, he gave in.


"Fine. I need to take a shower. Attend me."


Drew's smile grew bigger as she bowed. 
"It'll be my honor."


 


[Line Break]


 


Percy had to admit, it was convenient to have a personal maid. He didn't have to bother taking off his clothes.


As soon as he entered the room, Drew came up behind him. She grabbed the edge of the shirt and whispered in his ear: "May I take off your clothing, master?"


Percy permitted her request by raising his arms overhead. Drew quickly took off the shirt and cooed when his physique showed in the mirror.


"Excuse me for a moment." 


Drew turned on the tap of the tub and scurried back to her master. Next were the pants, but of course, Drew wasn't going to remove them normally.


She stood on tip-toe and clamped one of Percy's earlobes, drawing a low groan from his throat. Her hands roam over his robust chest before sliding down to the belt.


An impish grin loomed over Drew's lips as she played with the master's belt while rubbing the bulk. She trailed her lips down from the ear to slabber over the neck.


Then suddenly, a firm hand grasped her butt and squeezed hard; making the maid jump up with a hiccup.


She regained herself to notice a pair of sea-green eyes staring at her through the mirror.


"Don't forget; I'm letting you play just because I enjoy it to some extent."


Drew shuddered on the spot. "My apologies, master." And she quickly bowed down to show her remorse.


Percy had a unique way of enforcing his dominance; he didn't raise his voice, nor resort to cheap violence. 


He'd let them do what they want, and push their boundaries a bit before imposing them. Thereby making sure that the concubines would understand their place on their own, instead of forcing the lesson upon them.


Drew admired his tactics, and it made him wonder whether it was all planned or it came naturally. Either way, she was confident in saying he was a great master.


Even while her head was buzzing with those thoughts, her hand was busy undoing the belt and pulling the jeans down.


Percy stepped out of them, now only having a pair of boxers on. 


Drew gulped at the sight of the huge tent under the fabric. Her body quivered with excitement as she carefully slipped it down.


"Ah!" 


A squeal escaped her as the erection sprang free. Drew goggled at the huge rod looming over her face and swallowed deeply.


"M, may I tend you before the tub, master?" Drew stammered.


"You may," Percy said with a grin.


Drew resisted the urge to jump straight on and take the large cock down her throat. She remembered what her master had told her: "Drew, stop selling yourself short."


The most extreme action wasn't always the most arousing one. She took the word of wisdom(?) to heart, and carefully clasped one hand around the base and the other around the sack under it.


Drew started to stroke up and down the shaft and massage the sack. With her plump lips, she pecked around the head with much love and passion as she'd give to her lover.


Soft groans came from overhead. A hand ran through her black hair, sending a jolting sensation down her spine.


"Master…" Drew moaned in between smooches. She was getting aroused just from pleasing her master, like the good maid she was.


Percy was thoroughly enjoying the time as well. Though his dominant senses prevented him from showing too much of his emotions, he couldn't hide all the groans escaping him as his maid cherished him.


Still, he wasn't just using the bath as an excuse. And the tub was getting close to overflowing, so Percy ordered Drew to stop.


With many grievances, Drew complied and stepped back as Percy stepped into the tub filled with warm water.


"Ahh, this is nice," Percy said with a small smile.


Drew leaned on the edge of the bathtub. She wasn't just going to watch her master in the tub—though it would be very enjoyable.


"Would you like some company, master?" Drew asked seductively. 


When Percy shook his head, she put on a flashy smile, hooked a finger on the bustline of her dress, and pulled down.


Her huge breasts bounced free, earning a glance from Percy. Drew pushed them together with her arms and stuck her tongue out temptingly.


"How about some entertainment then?"


Percy grinned at the enthusiasm Drew had for trying to please him.


"I do appreciate a good entertainment…"


He reached out and slid his hands underneath her breasts. Drew edged closer and moaned as a pair of hands groped her flesh.


Gentle sounds of splashing water echoed in the bathroom as Percy became more and more audacious.


He clasped the milk jugs tightly and rubbed them together. Then, he parted them to either side as far as possible before pressing them together and repeating the cycle.


Drew's moan covered the splashing noises as she leaned forward. Partly to make it easier for her master to play with her tits, but also because she was getting weak on the knees from all the caressings.


Her legs rubbed against each other as a trickle of juices trailed down her thighs. Her expression melted into a blissful trance. A dumb grin appeared as her nerves received abnormal amounts of pleasure.


Drew's trance was broken when her face broke the surface of the water. Her eyes snapped open in surprise, then she saw the full erection inches from her face and immediately went to work.


She sealed her lips around the tip and pushed down. The water seemed to aid her movement, giving thrusts when she went down and tugging her up when she did the opposite.


However, Drew wasn't any child of the Ocean. Sooner rather than later,  her breath closed up and she had to ascend over the water.


Drew gasped out loud as the cool air hit her face. She pulled aside the wet dark hair clinging to her face and was most delighted to see Percy staring at her with a grin.


Her panting breaths hitched up when he grabbed her tits again, this time using it as a handle to pull her close.


Drew giggled as she leaned into the chest of the hero of Olympus. She was surprised how she'd completely missed how broad it was this entire time.


At the same time, she felt the strong rode probing between her thighs underwater. For a moment, Percy was worried that she'll push down and penetrate herself.


However, she grabbed onto her master's shoulder and raised her hip, leaning into his ears.


"Don't worry, master. I know you want to fuck Mistress Annabeth first."


Then Drew reached out behind her shoulder and guided the master's cock between her ass cheeks.


"But rest assured; I can still give you plenty of entertainment."


With one hand holding the cock in place, she put the other hand on Percy's shoulder to steady herself and started grinding up and down the shaft.


Percy leaned his head back as Drew splashed in place. Her breathing got faster and heavier as the pace quickened. Small moans constantly escaped through her lips until Percy suddenly pulled her into a kiss.


Drew's eyes widened with surprise at the sudden action of passion, but she was quickly on board and met her master's lips with equal eagerness, throwing her arms around his neck and pressing her naked body against his.


Percy grunted through the furious makeout session as he neared his edge. Drew noticed this and picked up the pace, rolling her hips as if she was riding a rodeo while moaning loudly in his ears, nearing climax herself.


A duet of outcry rang in the bathroom as the master and the maid reached their orgasm. 


Drew slumped into Percy's chest and felt it heaving as much as she did. She slid down until her body was half submerged, and she closed her hand around the still-straight erection.


"Such rousing stamina, master." She cooed, stroking it up and down. 


Percy sighed blissfully, but he didn't want to stay in the water mixed with their semen.


Drew was more upset when he suggested that they move, but it was quickly revealed that Percy was far from done.


After they both dried off and left the bathroom, he led her to the nearest bed.


Drew had a smug smile on as she lay on the bed, which only grew when Percy climbed on her stomach and place his cock over one of her magnificent tits.


"Mmm, do you want to fuck these treasure chests, master?" Drew taunted, shaking the pair up and down the best she could. "They'll always be yours for the taking."


Percy smirked. He was really starting to see the good of this punishment.


Drew bit her low lip and moaned softly when her master pulled out something special from the book.


"Ah!" 


She yelped in pain and surprise as a pair of clamps bit her nipples. The small chains jingled as Percy let them fall through his fingers. 


Drew shivered as the cool metal touched her skin, only to carve her back and moan loudly when they yanked at the perky tits.


Percy was fairly positive and spent all day playing tugs of war against Drew's tits and being entertained, but he decided to move on.


He flicked the chain to her mouth. Drew caught it between her teeth and tugged her breasts upward for her master to enjoy.


Percy grabbed the two watermelons in each of his hands. It was like putting a hand around a pair of fluffy pillows. He felt his slave squirming underneath as he groped and squeezed them as he pleased.


Finally, his cock couldn't wait any longer. 


Percy slipped it between the tits, marveling at how soft they were. Drew let another groan escape her, feeling the throbbing heat between her breasts.


She looked down as Percy grabbed the chests and started to pump them up and down. It was slow strokings at first, but it wasn't far before the pace picked up.


"Mmmgh…"


She nibbled on the chain as waves of pleasure washed up inside her. The tip of the cock peaked out rhythmically, poking her on the nose and marking it with a musky precum that drove Drew higher.


Percy grinned as Drew's eyes lost focus. The bed started to creak as he slammed in more aggressively.


Drew let out an audible groan. Her skin felt like they were on fire. Every single touch from her master made her brain flare up like firecrackers.


The chain slipped out of her lips and jingled along the continuous thrusts as Percy felt the limit creep up.


Drew squirmed and shivered as her tits got pounded without any mercy. Her eyes were crossed while she moaned out loud, calling her master's name loudly for the inevitable climax.


Finally, Percy hit the limit and gave one, last huge thrust. Drew opened her mouth wide and cried out as white streaks of semen splashed all over her face and breasts. 


Percy leisurely slowed down, still enjoying the softness of his maids during the process. When he pulled back, a line of cum dribbled down between her breasts.


Drew was yet to recover from her highs, twitching and writhing over the bedsheet soaked with their sweat and her juice.


"Clean up when your done, will you?" Percy said. 
"I want to ask how the talk went."


 


[Line Break]


 


[Percy's Pov]


By the time Drew was done taking a shower, it was lunchtime. The conch shell blew just as the gorgeous daughter of Aphrodite stepped out from my shower room naked—because of course she did.


"Oh, don't act so classy, master. You were having fun abusing these." 


Drew jiggled her large tits in front of my face. I was very tempted to either slap them or grab them. Her nipples were still slightly swollen from all the tuggings. 


I restrained myself and tapped on the seat next to me. "Wear your outfit and sit."


Drew pouted but did as told. Not that she had any other option; it's best if I don't think about that at the moment.


"Is Annabeth alright?" I asked first.


Drew considered the answer in her head for some time, before nodding. "She is alright, master. She's content with the potential harem; or at least, she is alright with you having sexual intercourse with other girls."


"And how did you manage to do that?" I asked with a frown. It was quite a huge pill to make someone swallow, much less Annabeth, who was very stubborn.


Drew sighed and wobbled her legs at the edge of the bed. "You see, master, Love doesn't always have to be a 'give-and-take' between partners. 


We made that a thing because it was the fairest way for the majority. Back before we invented monogamy, it used to be the stronger and more powerful who took more wives.


But that made us think that “True Love” is only possible with a singular partner."


"Right," I nodded. 


This was starting to sound like my regular social classes, which was usually when I'd hope for a random monster to attack so I won't have to sit through the lecture.


Drew seemed to have noticed my attention span quickly slipping away. "In short, I convinced Annabeth that just because you fuck other girls, won't mean that you'll love her less."


"I see." I nodded. Still, I had no idea why she'd want me over at her cabin by late at night. When I asked Drew about it, she shrugged and said Annabeth didn't tell her either.


I decided to keep it a secret. If Annabeth wanted it hidden, there's probably a good reason for it. It's not like she was going to harm me in any way, right?


"And one last thing, why did Annabeth leave the message with you in bondage?"


Drew giggled. "That was my idea. I suggested the message could use a bit more impact, and she agreed. Annabeth could be such a good mistress…"


The daughter of Aphrodite trailed off and moaned slightly, clearly recalling her prior experiences.


"I think I'll go get lunch."


"I can get them for you, master," Drew suggested, twirling a finger over my arm, but I shook my head.


"There's no need for that. Besides, shouldn't you go back to your cabin? Someone might get worried…"


Drew rolled her eyes, "No one is going to be concerned when I'm not around, master. And I have to clean the bedsheets and whatnot."


I almost forgot; she was my maid in more senses than one. I didn't have to do any of my chores anymore. I wasn't sure if I should feel guilty or relieved. Especially since it cut down on Drew's chances to make amends with her siblings.


Drew smiled and stood up. The frills of her maid outfit flapped as she did.


"Don't concern yourself over my problems, master. I can take care of myself."


And after that, she non-offensively pushed me out of the cabin.


Not going to lie, I was enjoying my time with Drew much more than I'd initially thought. 


It wasn't tiring as well, which was impressive considering I already spent quality time with Rachel.


Thankfully, nothing happened during lunch. 


The few small differences I noticed was that both Athena and Demeter's table was absent. 


Annabeth was probably busy preparing for the evening, and Katie…I'll guess she would be busy farming, or whatever.


As I wolfed down the desert, my thoughts drifted to the previous night; Katie eagerly waited under my feet to get cum splashed over her face.


Admittedly, I paid her the least amount of attention back then, what with Drew and Annabeth, but there was no denying that Katie Gardner was one of the more beautiful girls I knew.


Speaking of, I should better go check on her. The last moment before she left the cabin wasn't ideal, to say the least.


 


[Line Break]


 


Even after spending multiple summers in the camp, I wasn't too familiar with the strawberry fields. 


My ADHD could never appreciate the beauty of fields during the best of crop seasons, which was oddly summer, and the field was even less appealing now in winter.


A large patch of brown dirt was spread across several rows of shriveled-up plants. Frankly, it looked as if the entire field was dead.


I wonder how Grover's doing. Ever since he became one of the three Council of Cloven Elders, he was busy traveling over the world to search for wild areas and protect them.


It was a noble job to carry, no doubt, but it was a letdown that he became so distant from the camp. Especially since Juniper was here as well. 


…come to think of it, I haven't heard from her in a week or so. 


She used to come to me or Annabeth to ask for a drachma for Iris Messaging. We were more than happy to oblige every time, but I don't think I've seen her recently.


"Percy?"


Someone tapped my shoulder.


"Uh, what?"


I spun around in my spot and Katie jumped back a step in surprise. She was wearing a brown fur jacket, a woolen hat, and a pair of jeans that covered her ankles.


Katie squirmed on the spot. I realized I was staring at her for too long and quickly refocused on her face. It was tinged with red while one of the fingers fidgeted with the edge of her brown hair.


"You're quite bundled up," I said, as smoothly as a rusted saw trying to cut through a safe. 


Katie quickly looked down at herself, then cleared her throat. "Well, even the camp never stops the cold entirely and I have to be out for a long time, so I usually put on more clothing."


"Work? What do you have to do here—" I waved at the nearly vacant field, then noticed her raising her eyebrow and quickly added, "—uh, no offense."


Katie smiled. "None was taken, O Perseus-ness."


Before I could ask about her choice of pronoun, she knelt on the ground and caressed one of the plants on the ground.


"It may look like the plants are dead, but each of every one holds life inside of them. We have to take care of it at its harshest time if we want to receive a gift later."


"…right."


Again, too philosophical for my taste. Still, Katie seemed much more relaxed, which was nice.


"If there is something I can help with, I'd be willing to." I offered.


Katie shook her head with a smile. "No, it's fine. I'm just about done. Is lunch still available?"


"No, you just missed it."


Katie scoffed and kicked a small mound of soil. She was about to trudge off when I held up a small picnic basket for her to see.


"…you've brought some?"


I shrugged. "What goes around comes around."


It may have been my hormone-induced brain, but it looked like Katie flinched at the word ‘come’. 


Either imagination or not, Katie reacted normally. She smiled brightly and took the basket. 


"Thanks, Percy. I owe you one."


"Not really, I'm technically paying you back from before."


Katie's blush grew as once again, our last ‘affair’ got addressed. I swear; I'm not intentionally trying to lead the conversation that way. It just somehow kept happening.


After an awkward silence, Katie finally cleared her throat. 


"Would you mind joining me for some tea? I don't enjoy eating alone."


"Sure."


I was about to turn back to where the cabins were, but Katie slipped her free arm around mine and led me in a different direction.


"Where are we going?" I asked. Katie pointed forward. There was a small hut at the back of the field.


 


[Line Break]


 


Thankfully, the inside of the hut was much warmer than it looked outside. It was thanks to a small brazier flickering with flames. The fire smelled nice, like the sacrificial flames at the pavilion.


Katie let down the basket, rummaged through the contents, and scraped a small portion of it into the flames.


"It's a small tribute to my mother and Hestia." She explained. 


"I see. Why Hestia?"


Not that I had anything against the goddess. It's just…out of all the Olympian gods I've met, she was the one that I couldn't even begin to get a grasp on.


Katie shrugged, "I just figured. I met Hestia when I first came here, so she has a special place in my heart."


"A good place to be in, I'm sure."


Katie poked me with her elbow.


I haven't brought anything fancy, unlike the barbeque Katie had for both Annabeth and me, but the dryads never failed on providing healthy, delicious food.


In less than half an hour, the food I have brought had vanished. Katie leaned on a chair with a satisfied groan.


"That was a good meal…thanks again, Percy. Tea?"


"No problem. And, sure."


The tea wasn't too good. It literally tasted as if you boiled a leaf in hot water.


Though I'd chalk it up to me being one who'd pick coke over tea any day, as Katie seemed to enjoy her cup with the same drink.


After a long sip, Katie put the cup down on the small wooden table.


"…so, what brings you here?"


She did her best of efforts to sound normal as possible, but I could sense the tension in her voice.


I put down my cup of tea, nearly untouched, and sat forward a little. Katie squirmed on hers, slightly shrinking away.


"I'm not going to bite," I said, hoping to loosen up the mood.


Katie huffed. "I know that." 


Then, she sighed and hung her head down.


"I'm sorry, Percy."


Naturally, I was taken aback. "Sorry? For what?"


"You know," Katie's emerald eyes strayed away in shame. "…I shouldn't have tried to butt in between you and Annabeth. It was careless of me."


"No, that's fine. I, well, I think…"


Katie frowned. "You think?"


I briefly explained how Drew had supposedly convinced Annabeth. I lay off on the ‘Entertainment’ she provided prior. I also skipped on telling what Rachel had said; guaranteeing that I'll have a harem.


After I was done, Katie seemed to mull over as she took another sip of tea.


"…so, are you inviting me into your relationship?" She asked tentatively.


Right before I was about to answer, a thought hit the back of my head, as if Aphrodite thrust a memo.


Katie was shy and withdrawn compared to Annabeth, Drew, and Rachel. 


She wouldn't deliberately say that she'd want to join in even if she wanted to. I'll have to push a bit more if I wanted to have her admit it.


"If you don't want to, it's fine." I stood up and walked over to her. Katie shivered as I sat at the edge of her seat and slipped my hand under her shirt. 


Her skin was warm and slightly sweaty, in contrast to my hand. A small whimper left Katie's lips as I crawled up her spine, making her shiver again.


She didn't seem to hate it, so I decided to take it a bit further. I gently picked her up, put her on my lap, slid my other hand under the neck of her shirt, and grabbed one of her breasts.


Katie gasped. "Percy…"


"But if you want to join, you'll have to say it yourself. I don't appreciate lying, you know."


I started to explore more boldly around her body more. 


I worked her shirt up, exposing her stomach. Not long after, it came off her head and exposed her green bra. 


I flicked the strap against her back. Katie flinched and took a sharp breath. 


"Full transparency, I thought you'd be wearing a sports bra." 


"Mmmm…"


Katie moaned as I toyed with one side of her boobs while rubbing her back with the other.


Katie keeled over, softly moaning my name. She was thoroughly enjoying the situation, but she was still not admitting what she wanted to do.


I unhooked the bra. It fell off to the ground, and a pair of chocolate milk jugs spilled free. Katie swallowed a small scream but didn't resist as I greedily grabbed them both in each of my hands.


The daughter of Demeter moaned and threw her head back as I palmed her boobs. They were certainly smaller than Drew's, but it was no less enjoyable to play with.


Katie's whimpers became louder and more frequent. She even went to suck on my neck from time to time. But still, she didn't say anything.


Without warning, I pushed her off my lap. Katie yelped as she was thrust onto the floor.


"Stay kneeled," I said.


Katie stopped in the middle of getting up. After a quick consideration, she sat on her knees.


I beckoned her forward, and she complied without a word; her eyes now lingering on my crotch. My jeans didn't hide my erection fully.


I stroked my finger through her hair, trailed down her cheeks by the few strands stuck to her face, and finally made her look up by lifting her chin.


"Last chance." I declared. Katie's eyes widened slightly. "You can show it by action if you're too embarrassed."


I nudged at her clothes on the floor. Katie's eyes flickered between them and me until she finally made up her mind.


She leaned forward, clasped the zipper of my jean between her teeth, and pulled down. My erection sprang out with my boxer tenting over it.


With a grin on my face, I grabbed Katie by the back of her head and pressed her face into the base of my cock.


Katie shuddered and moaned loudly. Her hands quickly pulled aside my boxers like a child unwrapping a Christmas present and moaned again when my length became truly free.


"There's no taking back your actions," I warned her, just to be safe.


Katie nodded eagerly, rubbing her face against the cock. When I let her head go, she immediately let her tongue out and licked up the shaft until she reached the top.


The daughter of Demeter moved back down my rod with flurries of kisses, marking every part of the skin with her lips until she reached the balls.


She greedily wrapped her mouth around it and went on sucking it gently while her hands pumped up and down my erection.


I leaned back on the chair and sighed; she was much better at giving hands than I had assumed. Katie stopped for a moment to grin at my apparent satisfaction.


Still maintaining her strokes, she stood up like a snake rising from a basket and pressed her mouth on one of my ears.


"Do you like it?" She muttered, "Do you like how I rub your cock?" 


Instead of answering, I clasped her ass. Katie gasped in surprise which only grew when I hurled her around and plopped her on the table.


Two tea cups fell on the carpet as Katie's body took over the space. One of the cups splashed the tea into the brazier.


The table was barely large enough for her body. Naturally, both her legs and her head were out of bounds. 


I slid my hands down her hips, grabbed her ankles, and hoisted them into the air as handles. Katie groaned loudly, her head upside down from the edge of the table, trying to guide my cock in her mouth.


I teased her for a bit by providing at her cheeks and forehead with the tip. Katie moaned even louder and squirmed beneath my clutches. 


Finally, I decided to give her what she desperately wanted. I rubbed the throbbing erection up and down her lips and, when she least expected it, shoved it inside.


The last moment I saw of Katie's eyes before they got obscured was them widening in shock as her throat got suddenly penetrated by a thick meat stick.


Her body tensed, her hands gripped the edge of the table so that she wouldn't fall off, and a muffled moan vibrated in her mouth as she tried her best to welcome the cock inside her throat.


I couldn't fathom how good Katie's mouth felt. It was at neigh perfect warmth and moisture, aided by her surprisingly efficient tongue skills tickling and slobbering all over the shaft as it made it in.


However, there were still limits. When I was about a third quarter in, Katie suddenly wretched and twisted her body. I had to grasp her ankles tightly to keep her from falling off the table.


"Well, I suppose a gag reflex was going to kick in sooner or later…" I muttered.


I was already quite close to Katie's mouth that most of her face was obscured under my balls. It would've been hard to read what she wanted if she didn't try so hard to force her throat down on the rod.


Contrary to her wishes, I slowly pulled back. Katie let out a whimper of disappointment and sealed her lips in an attempt to keep my cock inside her gullet.


The suction made me growl through my neck, but I still backed away until I could see her emerald eyes again. 


"I think it is time you learn who has the reins in the situation."


I was about to grab Katie's neck and make her look up. But as soon as my fingers enclosed around her windpipes, Katie suddenly jerked in her spot, as if she had been shocked by an electric eel.


Then, a sudden suspicion arose in my head. Katie had watched Drew getting throat-fucked more intensely than Annabeth ever did, and now she was desperately begging to get her neck blocked with my cock.


"On your knees." I barked.


"But—"


Whatever complaints Katie was about to emit, she decided to swallow them for now. She picked her torso just from her core-muscle strength and gathered her legs underneath her butt.


It was only then done I realize she was still wearing her jeans. Not that it mattered in the long shot, as I wasn't planning on going all-out, but the mischievous/horny devil in myself whispered ‘Why not?’


"First, let's take your pants off."


Katie nodded. She kicked off the jeans with surprising flexibility. Certainly not something you'd expect out of a farmer-type person.


“I do yoga in my spare time. Helps with the cramps and whatnot; you can join me if you'd like.” Katie explained.


I didn't believe for a second that Katie wholeheartedly just wanted to “show her yoga”, but that'll be something to consider later.


"I'll keep it in mind, but currently I want to check something about your…preferences."


Katie's eyes widened before quickly flickering sideways. "I, I have no idea what you mean by that." She stammered.


So she was aware herself. Perhaps her kink was the reason why she was caught in Drew's palm in the first place.


I reached out and gently lifted her chin. Katie trembled in her kneeling position, a mixture of fear and lust lingering in her eyes.


"I already told you, I don't like liars," I said. 


My fingers trailed across her jawlines to around her neck. Katie shivered on the spot. The wet spot in her green panties grew.


"If you want to be, ah, what was it? Be in our relationship, you need to be more open."


"…promise you won't get weirded out?" Katie asked tentatively.


I laughed softly. "Come on, you were there for the fun. Now let me ask you: How does this make you feel?"


I laced my fingers around her neck and squeezed. Not hard to kill her, but just enough amount of pressure for her to feel the squeeze.


Katie gasped and her emerald eyes rolled back. At the same time, her lips tilted up into a dim-witted grin. Her body shook with excitement as her pussy leaked juices.


"I love it!" She admitted. "I love when you choke me with your thick, fat cock! Watching Drew get fucked was the hottest thing I've seen in my life! And—"


"And you wanted it to happen to you ever since." I finished the sentence for her, and Katie nodded vigorously.


That's all I needed to hear. 


I relinquished her neck and pointed downwards. Katie immediately understood what I wanted and lay on her back on the table once more.


"Legs up," I ordered. 


She followed submissively. I grabbed her ankles, this time bare, and lined up my pulsing erection up to her face.


This time, she waited patiently as I played with her face. She moaned each time she's get slapped or poked by my cock, but she made no attempts to forcefully lead it into her mouth.


"Very good." 


I stroked her upside-down hair and propped my erection up her lips.


I didn't bother taking it slow. I just rammed straight into it at once. Katie made a sound that could've been either a scream, yelp, or a loud moan, but I didn't care.


I rammed into her mouth as fast as I could, and as deep as I could. I could see her throat bulging and contracting every thrust as Katie gagged and wretched, her nails digging into the table in an attempt to steady herself, but the table itself rattled as I slammed down full force.


It was the most hardcore throat fuck I have ever had, and it showed. I felt the climax approaching sooner than I thought, and it was impossible to hold back while I was engaged in such high-octane action.


I yanked her legs toward my direction as I thrust into Katie's gullet for the last time. Her hips were lifted into the air as a result, and they squirted out juices like a small fountain as Katie reached her orgasm at the same time. 


Her scream was buried under loads of cum I shot in her throat. I sighed deeply, even feeling slightly fatigued; the continuous sex actions were catching up.


Still, I was immensely satisfied when I pulled back. 


Katie's limbs slumped over the edge of the table as she was left with no strength to even support them. 


Her eyes were crossed and rolled upwards—or down, depending on your judgments—and dribbles of saliva and cum dripped down from her abused lips as all she could do was gurgle faintly by the small pool of thick cum in her mouth.


As sexy as the shot was, it looked like she would suffocate soon if I left her like that. After getting my pants, I helped her sit up on the table, and Katie swallowed the cum with a series of gulps and longingly moaned.


Katie panted without words for a long time, still partly lost in the orgasm.  Her chest heaved up and down, displaying the large mounds as they jiggled slightly.


I couldn't resist grabbing them, which helped her jerk out of her trance.


"So…mmph," Katie bit her lower lip as I groped her breasts. "Am I officially your…second girlfriend? Or third? I'm confused."


"That's…actually a good question," I admitted. 


I already had Drew and Rachel in my book, but I was not sure what position they were in my life. Though I guess this is a topic I'll have to discuss with Annabeth first.


"I'll notify you when things get clearer. For now, all you have to do is write your name on this book. If you want to be in…all this."


Katie didn't hesitate writing her name on the Book of Κύριος, though she was slightly confused about what the empty book represented.


She was a very letdown when I said I had to go back to my cabin, but she didn't argue when I pointed out that she probably needed to shower and brush her teeth.


We went outside of the cabin. The weather felt much colder. A quite amount of time has passed since lunch. I estimated about half of the afternoon time was gone already.


Katie and I walked alongside each other to the cabins. In the middle, Katie tentatively reached out and grabbed my hand. I took it, and we walked the rest of the way with our hands held.


When it was time for us to part ways, she reluctantly let the hand go.


"So…I guess I'll be seeing you, Percy," Katie said. Then, a mischievous grin appeared over her expression. "Or should I call you “Master”?"


"Call me whatever you want," I replied.


Katie smiled, waved goodbye, and went back to her cabin. I watched her back until they slipped behind the flap and turned to Cabin 3.


When I entered my cabin, I found Drew sniffing on one of my underwear. 


My horny maid flinched when the door opened, and she shrank as I stared at her, and yet she didn't show any indications of stopping.


"…I'm not even going to ask."


I was too tired to do any more activities for now. I flopped on one of the empty beds and snuggled under the bedsheets.


"Do you need anything, master?" Drew asked.


"Wake me up when it's time for me to go meet Annabeth," I said, stifling a yawn. It didn't take less than a minute before I fell asleep.


And this time, I had one of the most interesting dream sequences I've ever had.


 


[Line Break]


 


[3rd Person's Pov]


In his dream, Percy found himself in a familiar place; the throne room of the Olympians. A room made out of dazzling white marble so large that it made Grand Central Station look like a sand pit in the playground.


But something was different. The most immediate difference he spot was the thrones.


Originally, Twelve thrones should be arranged in an inverted U in the middle of the room. But now, there were only five thrones left.


Percy frowned. After a quick look around, he could conclude that the seven missing thrones all belonged to the gods, as in male immortal beings.


‘This can't be good,’ Percy thought to himself. The Throne was the source of the power of the gods. If something happened to the throne, that meant that something serious was going on.


His mind immediately jumped to his father, Poseidon. Needless to say, his throne was missing as well. 


That made him worried sick, but he had no idea why would only the male gods' thrones would have gone missing.


'Maybe this is just a dream…' 


Percy wished he was naive enough to truly convince himself of that. At least there would be something to tell Rachel by tomorrow.


"Ooh!"


Then, a sound he never expected to hear made him look around. It was a sound he had recently gotten used to hearing—someone nearing an orgasm.


At the far side of the throne room, there was a hearth that contained the flame of home; The hearth of Hestia. 


There were two women huddled in front of it. The sound had come from there as well, so Percy drifted over to the hearth.


To say that he was surprised at what he saw would be a vast understatement. 


The two women near the hearth were Demeter and Hestia, the goddesses of Olympus.  Technically Hestia didn't count as an “Olympian”, but Percy couldn't care less about that trivial error as he watched the scene.


From the flickering flames of the hearth, the imagery of his latest affair with Katie was being shown, almost like a video. The scent of the same tea from the hut radiated from the fireplace.


Demeter and Hestia were watching it intently. 


Well, Hestia was watching it while blushing furiously, barely managing to peer between her fingers.


On the other hand, Demeter was watching the scene with utmost investment. 


She had yanked her dress down her shoulder so that one of her breasts popped out, and as she watched her daughter getting face-fucked, she fondled it with one of her hands while the other was busy pumping in and out of her damp pussy.


Soon enough, the flame video reached its climax, and Demeter reached the high point as well. 


"OOOH!!!"


The goddess of agriculture flipped her dark hair back, her loud moans covering over the small squeal from her sister, and slumped onto the floor.


The video on the flame dissolved into the mist, leaving no trace behind except for the faint smell of tea leaves.


"If only that sort of sacrifice were a bit more often," Demeter huffed, straightening her dress and sucking her juices off her hands. Hestia whimpered out of embarrassment and, unknowingly, aroused.


Percy gulped at the sight, wondering if the goddesses could see him. Immortals tend to have better acknowledgment if they were being watched or not, via dream or not.


Thankfully, neither goddess seemed to recognize Percy. After she was done tidying herself up, Demeter sat next to Hestia.


"…you know what's set ahead, Hestia. You know what the prophecy said. It would be our only chance of survival, whether you like it or not."


"Yes, I am aware." The goddess of hearth murmured in the smallest voice possible. Her amber eyes glanced at the empty throne. "And, I never said I didn't like it…"


Demeter raised her eyebrow. Hestia's blush deepened. 


"Just, let me think about it alone." The goddess of the hearth pushed her sister away. It didn't have the force to back it up, so it was more playful than anything else, but Demeter granted her sister's wish.


After the throne room door shut, Hestia reached into the hearth and pulled out a jar. Percy gasped as he recognized it; it was Pandora's Pithos, the offering he had given to Hestia during the war.


Hestia ran her fingers alongside the Pithos.


"Perseus…" she whispered, staring into the flames. After a moment, the same video flickered back.


This time, Hestia didn't look away, even though her face was burning hotter than the hearth she represented.


"Perseus…" she whispered again. The goddess tentatively shrugged off her plain dress, revealing her bare skin.


As Katie got brutally nailed in the throat, a longing whimper escaped the goddess of Hearth. Her hands roamed around her body, pleasuring herself while her eyes lingered on the flames.


"Percy…!" Hestia's voice hitched as she reached a small spike of climax and shuddered violently, then she continued to masturbate.


Then, the entire vision shook violently before fading away. Percy blinked, and he was staring into the kaleidoscopic eyes of Drew Tanaka.


"It's 7:30, master. You'd better get going." Drew said with a smirk. "And you have quite a friend down here."


Her fingers were rubbing the tip of the tent between Percy's legs, visible from even under the blanket.


Percy blinked again as he slowly came to earth. The lack of response wiped the grin off Drew's face. She sat up from the floor and rested a hand on her master's arm.


"Are you alright, master?"


"Yeah, yeah…" Percy shook his head and got off the bed. 


There was a tuxedo hung at the back of the chair, obviously meant for him to wear for the upcoming event with Annabeth.


"I just had a weird dream, that's all."


Chapter End Notes


My God that was a mouthful. I didn't expect it to become this long.


Anyway, we are approaching the end of the... first saga or The Camp Half Blood saga. After Annabeth and some cleanups, we're done in CHB as the main background.


Comment your opinions about the chapter, it helps me to be a better writer and gives me motivation to write ri begin with.


See you all next chapter!


Master and Slave
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
[Percy's Pov]


"Master, forgive me if I'm stepping my boundaries," Drew straightened the collar of my suit. She stepped back with a satisfied smirk. "But how do you not know how to tie a tie yet?"


I saved myself from coming up with a retort, solely because it felt like a very tedious act. And also, I was quite nervous about wearing a suit.


You see, demigods with AHDH & Hyperactive such as myself don't do well with tight clothing in general. 


They feel like those cursed garments you find in fairytales; the ones that squeeze you to death and whatnot. It's insanely uncomfortable.


It's not like I've had any chance to wear a suit before. I've only worn it once before—when I went on a date with Annabeth in Paris.


Drew gave me a reassuring pat on the shoulder. 


"Don't be too worried, master. You can do no wrong. Literally. Annabeth is your…servant, after all."


"I guess," I muttered. 


After everything that happened in this short span of days, it still felt somewhat unreal that Annabeth was, by definition, my slave. I could make her do whatever I want, whenever I want.


Still, I didn't know what to expect from her. Not to mention the weird dream I had just before. 


Annabeth was usually the first person I'd turn to whenever strange things happened to me, but I had no idea how to tell her that I had a dream about two goddesses playing with themselves in a halved throne room without sounding like a pervert.


Even if I were to exclude Hestia and Demeter from the picture, I wasn't sure if Annabeth would be thrilled to hear about the thrones we tried so hard to keep, just being gone.


Regardless of my own nervousness, I stepped out of Cabin 3. The cool night breeze brushed across my face. 


The time was just after dinner. A few Apollo kids were leading a small group of campers to the campfire for the sing-a-long. Katie slightly waved, her face scarlet than usual.


I waved back, trying my best to push the image of her naked body sprawled on the table with her mouth opened wide obediently. I quietly shifted over to Cabin 6 and knocked on the entrance.


After small scufflings, a familiar voice said "Come in," so I slipped inside the entrance flap.


 


It sounds weird when I put it this way, but I've already seen various ways of girls greeting my entry.


Just this morning, Rachel greeted me totally naked except for her cloak. Drew was tied right behind my front door with a vibrating dildo in her pussy.


So I wasn't too surprised to see Annabeth revealing most of her skin with her outfit. 


Instead of the usual orange t-shirt and jeans, she was wearing a grey sleeveless crop top and blue dolphin shorts. Naturally, her stomach alongside all of her thighs was free for the eyes.


She shivered as I stood in the doorway, drinking in her outfit. 


"Come in and close the door." She said.


"Right, my bad." 


I slipped into the cabin, which unsurprisingly had its heaters running fully. It was actually slightly hot with my suit on.


I put the overcoat on a nearby chair and sat on a nearby empty bed. I could feel Annabeth look over my clothing as I did hers.


"I don't think I've ever seen you like this before." She commented. Her legs shifted a little, and the edge of the dolphin pants went slightly up her tan legs.


Out of all the girls I had the chance to observe, this beautiful daughter of Athena was the most built out of them all by a margin. I could even see her abs thanks to the crop top.


However, Annabeth wasn't all about muscles. Her breasts were barely hiding under the fabric as a pair of mounds. Her blonde hair was tied in a ponytail, one of my favorite hairstyles, and her legs were strangely spread wide apart as if they were inviting me to look at them.


I had to swallow a gulp from all the excitement and interesting ideas that bubbled up from my hormone-induced mind, which was getting quite a lot of attention these past few days.


And then, Annabeth managed to grab my attention.


“How many girls are written in your book?”


I snapped out of my dirty trance.


“What?” I asked in the dumbest voice possible. 


I hoped it would be enough to distract her from the subject, but Annabeth only snorted.


“Don't play dumb with me, Seaweed Brain. I can tell the difference when you're acting stupid, or when you're actually stupid.”


“I can always just not tell you.” I pointed out. Annabeth narrowed her eyes, knowing that I was right.


She gathered her legs and stood up from her chair. For a moment I wondered if she was going to punch me in the face, only to remember that it was impossible thanks to the Book of Κύριος.


Annabeth, instead, place herself on my lap and rested her hands on my shoulders. Her lips were dangerously close to mine. I could feel her breath brush past my face, her grey eyes staring up with arousing twinkles in them.


Even after having my fun with 3 different girls, Annabeth Chase managed to make my heart thump just by sitting on my knees.


"I suppose," The daughter of Athena whispered. Her words caressed my skin, sending a shiver down my spine. "But I know you, Percy. You are not good at keeping secrets."


Without any prelude, she leaned forward and nipped my cheek. I nearly made a pathetic yelp as she nibbled her way down to my neck. Her hands followed the example by sliding down my shoulders to my stomach. 


One by one, the buttons of my Y-shirts started to be freed as Annabeth's mouth trailed to my left ear.


I bit my lip to keep from any sounds escaping and went for some counteractions. I latched my hands on the half-exposed ass cheeks and gave them a hard squeeze.


Annabeth gasped into my ear. The one grey eye I could see from her current position sparkled with anticipation.


Her pair of surprisingly soft hands palmed all around my upper body, massaging just the right places and teasing others. Her lips alternated between pecking my face or nibbling on them while making sure to make breathy, heated moans or gasps next to my ears.


Meanwhile, I groped her ass and sometimes gave them a light slap while gently bouncing her on my lap. I also leaned forward and clamped my teeth around her shoulder with a bit more force than her nibbles and pecks.


That did the trick. With a hiss of pain and arousing, Annabeth threw her head back. I took the chance and quickly flipped us around and slammed her onto the soft mattress.


She tried to get up, but I quickly grabbed her by the wrists and pinned her legs with mine. Annabeth struggled a few times before accepting her defeat with a sigh. 


Her expression was trying its hardest to convey frustration, but the faint trace of a grin on the lips was unmistakable.


I leaned forward, lowering my face over her. Annabeth turned her head to the side. I gripped the edge of her chin and gently guided her back to look me in the eyes.


The clock ticked 5 times before we both moved. Within seconds, our lips fastened on each other. Our free hands flung around the other's heads to support the heated makeout.


Annabeth tried to suck on my tongue, moaning whenever she got the chance to draw breath. I sucked on her lower lip and she let out a muffled squeal that echoed in my mouth.


After a minute or two of vicious tongue wrestling, once again Wise Girl conceded her loss and thrust her head back as I entered her mouth with my tongue.


I played with the soft moist flesh inside, rolling and coiling around them for a nice round of squeaks and moans.


When I pulled back, Annabeth was gasping for air. A silver line of saliva dragged between us as I grinned down, satisfied from how knocked out she was.


As Annabeth still gathered herself, I nipped the hickey mark on her shoulder that I made a second before. 


She made another squeak and her back arced up. I trailed my lips from there, slobbering over her collarbone, and went down until I tasted the slightly wet and salty crop top.


"They're a bit small in comparison, aren't they?" Annabeth murmured. 


I looked up to look straight into her eyes and grinned. "I'll be the judge of that."


Annabeth drew a sharp breath as I roughly grabbed the middle of the top and yanked it up. 


The two tanned mounds showed up, and I didn't take another second before cupping them in my hands. 


I've held them before, but I was still impressed with how they fit perfectly in my palm. 


Sure, they weren't as big as Drew, Rachel, or even Katie. But it was like as if they were meant for me to hold them. Though Annabeth would likely be furious if I ever say that out loud.


Speaking of which, Annabeth wriggled and tossed around in the bed, whimpering whenever I flicked the erect tip, which I did more than often.


"Judging from my inspection, I'd say these are in a perfect size," I said.


"Jerk," Annabeth answered back, heaving from the continued fondlings.


As a retort, I pinched her nipples and pulled hard. Annabeth made her highest squeal yet as her back shaped into a bow.


I let her breasts free for now and turned my attention lower; to between her legs. The dolphin shorts were halfway up her waist, and I was most pleased to see a wet spot in the middle.


"Getting agitated, are we?" I rubbed the damp patch on the shorts. 


Annabeth barely swallowed her moan as she twitched in her spot, her free hands clutching onto the bedsheets.


I pushed in with two fingers. It quickly became clear that she wasn't wearing anything under this pair of pants.


Annabeth groaned as her folds got penetrated by a pair of fingers covered in wet fabric.


Of course, that meant I couldn't go in deeper than an inch or two, but that worked wonders in teasing her further.


Annabeth panted like a dog on a hot day as I rubbed around the inner entrance. Her hips buckled in a desperate attempt to force my fingers to go in deeper inside her, but I denied that from happening.


Finally, her patients seemed to break.


"Percy, for the love of gods just fuc—"


Her scream was cut short when I clasped my free hand over her mouth. 


Annabeth let out a surprised yelp. Her grey eyes flickered to me, slightly widened than usual as I loomed over her.


"Don't tell me what to do, Wise girl," I whispered in her ear, making her shiver. "You don't get a say on what I'm doing to you, understand?"


I shook her head slightly, urging her to answer. Admittedly, I was pushing my boundaries with her.


I wonder what her answer would be…


[Line Break]




[3rd Person]


Annabeth was a smart girl. She knew when she was given a choice by others.


Even though the situation looked very forceful, she could tell that currently, Percy was handing her one. 
 
Did she want him as her master? 
Or as her boyfriend?


Of all the memories to flash back to, Annabeth recalled her one meeting with Janus; the god of choices. She could almost see the silver key getting tossed in the air.


Whatever choice she made, it would be crucial.


The clock ticked agonizingly slow as she mulled over the two options. However, her contemplation ended up being not too long before she made up her mind.


Annabeth looked into Percy's sea-green eyes and nodded.


Percy grinned.


"Good girl," He praised her now slave, who shuddered from the praise and smile.


The next moment, Annabeth got her crop top yanked over her head while her shorts got jerked down her knees. 


She eagerly wriggled her arms free and thrust the top somewhere to the floor as her body was forcefully flipped around, revealing her firm ass to her master in full nakedness.


Percy tossed the dolphin shorts over his shoulder without a single care about where they landed. He only had eyes on his prize and gave it a nice slap.


"Ah!" Annabeth gasped, jerking in her spot. 


Percy slapped her ass again. Though the visuals weren't as amusing as a certain Oracle he knew, the flavor of the slaps was much more enjoyable.


He gave the firm bottom mounds several rounds of slappings, making Annabeth wriggle where she lay from the mixture of pain and arousal—more emphasis on the latter.


The master's hand stopped only when he could see the red marks even over her tanned skin, and also the wet mark steadily growing on the bedsheet.


Annabeth let out a low moan as her rumps stung lightly, only to grunt as she felt Percy lying on top of her.


She could feel his well-fit body by her back. His erection—yet to be free—pressing between her asscheeks poking on where she most wanted it inside.


Involuntary, Annabeth ground her hips against the hot lump and softly whined. After weeks of anticipation and fantasies, she was more than eager to get penetrated for the first time.


However, her enthusiasm only meant that her master was going to use it against her. Percy grabbed his slave's waist and tossed her sideways off the bed.


Of course, Annabeth was more than capable of not just falling on the floor. She landed on all fours and carefully knelt on the ground, guessing this would be what he wanted.


Percy grinned. "We can't have a slave be satisfied before the master now, can we?"


Annabeth shivered when his fingers stroked through her hair. It was odd; as much as she loved all the brutal acts such as spankings, these small tidbits of passionate actions affected her in an almost similar way.


"Didn't you hate the S-word, sir?" She asked.


Percy wrinkled his nose into a silent scowl. Annabeth decided not to question any further. 


The message was clear: There was a fine line between their sex life and regular life, and she'd better not step on it.


She gladly accepted the stance and let her face get guided into his crotch. Annabeth moaned as the musky scent hit her sense of smell and rubbed her cheek against the throbbing tent.


The daughter of Athena encased the hunking flesh over the fabric of jeans, shuddering from the flashbacks of seeing how it ruthlessly pounded her's and Drew's throats.


Percy grunted in approval as Annabeth's warm mouth worked to get his pants off. It wasn't easy as before with him sitting down on a bed, but within minutes she managed to pull it off with his boxers.


"Oh, my god…" Annabeth muttered in an almost wistful tone as the full length of the cock sprang free from all restraints.


She was certain that the length and girth of it had improved since the last time she saw it—which was only yesterday.


She enclosed the root with her hand and pressed her face up to it. The sizzling heat alongside the smell made her moan loudly and her eyes rolled back for a second.


More than half of her was willing to just bow down and beg for her master to fuck her senseless like a rabid animal, but she did manage to restrain from that urge. Even if she had willingly become a slave, she had some dignity left.


Instead, she put her other hand around the root and started to move up and down, while her tongue pressed against the head.


A low growl escaped Percy's throat as Annabeth worked off. 


Her firm hands didn't take long to pick up the pace and pump up and down at a rapid pace, while her tongue was much more intent on licking every part of the pulsating head of the cock.


Between the licks, Annabeth moaned as well. A wet patch appeared beneath her legs while she was busy entertaining her master. 


Even though she was technically the one doing the fondlings, the anticipations of the upcoming events were more than enough to keep her on edge.


Percy firmly gripped the edge of the bed. He wanted to grab Annabeth's head and force it down his length right now, but that had happened last time. As agitating as this was, he wanted to see where it led to.


After she was sure that no part of the head wasn't slobbered up, Annabeth removed her hands from the root and put them on the back of her head.


She opened her jaw as wide as she needed, and pushed herself down the erection. 


The pair groaned in unison, one sounding more muffled than the other, as Annabeth slid down the length.


Her grey eyes flickered up to see her master in bliss as his cock slithered into her mouth. When she felt the tip hit her throat, she was barely halfway there.


'Yep, this thing got longer…and thicker. By gods…' Annabeth thought to herself, shivering as another small wave of pleasure hit her lower belly.


She stayed at her first stop for a moment, using her tongue to palm the part that was already in her and using her cheeks to suck on it during the process.


Percy grunted again, thoroughly enjoying the show his slave was putting on, but his patience was getting thin. He slipped a hand under Annabeth's chin and tapped it.


The message was, once again, crystal clear: Get a move on before I make you.


Annabeth moaned at the idea but complied nontheless. After a small gulp, she continued the decline.


She gagged as the thick sausage worked its way down her throat, stuffing her air pipe and making her eyes water. Drool dribbled down from the edge of her lips as she gagged by reflex.


Percy smirked with excitement as he could see the bulge on her throat slowly moving down from her chin. 


After seconds that felt like hours, Annabeth finally reached the root, with an inch remaining. 


Her throat gagged and choked against the thick meat rod that filled it up. The musky scent of precum filled her nose from all the way back, making her eyes water even more.


Annabeth tried to move her tongue, to serve her master, but even that was impossible. All she could do was sit there, completely overwhelmed, and whimper with passion any time the cock would pulse.


Percy enjoyed the near submersion of his length as well. Still, he grabbed each of Annabeth's arms like a handlebar and forced her down the last inch.


"Hcck!"


Annabeth shuddered. Her eyes rolled up and her arms went limp. It was such a drastic reaction that, for a moment Percy wondered if he had taken a step too far.


But the next moment, Annabeth cried her loudest moan yet. She shuddered violently where she squatted as the sensation of the climax hit her. Pussy juice leaked like a broken tap from between her legs.


She couldn't think properly anymore. The mind and will of Athena's Daugther had been completely shattered by the fleshy sword in her gullet and by the one who wielded it.


Percy grinned as Annabeth puffed through her nose while her gray eyes, now crossed diagonally, looked up at him doused in euphoria.


Still, he decided to give her a moment to breathe before she suffocated herself, and pushed her head back by her chin.


Percy grunted as the throat muscles clamped down on his rod; intentionally or not, he couldn't tell but he had to keep himself from blowing the load right then and there.


After a minute or so, the tip of the cock finally became free from Annabeth's lips with a loud, audible ‘Pop!’.


Percy let out a grunted sigh and looked at his girlfriend—correction, his first slave.


Annabeth Chase was sitting on the floor, completely wasted. 


Her tanned body glistened with sweat as she gasped for air; if she wasn't naked, some might mistake her for running a marathon. Her lips were puffy from the extreme throatjob, not to mention her voice was probably horsed if it wasn't gone. 


Drool dribbled down the corners of those billowy lips as tears trickled down from her dumb-struck eyes every time she blinked. And as the bow on the top, she was smiling in a way no Athena girl ever should be proud of.


Even in her stupor, Annabeth felt the gazes landing on her. Another small lightning of pleasure traveled down her spine, making her squeal.


She put two fingers next to her lower entrance and spread it wide; welcoming, or rather begging at her master to claim her proper.


However, Percy was far from done. 


Though he smirked at Annabeth's eagerness to get pounded, he got up from the bed, dragged a nearby stool next to her, and elevated one of his legs on it.


Now he loomed over his girl as she looked up at the dangling erection pointing down at her face. She knew what was up. Annabeth opened her jaw as wide as she dared and adjust her head so that her mouth would make a straight line down her throat.


This time, Percy didn't pull back any punches. He pounded down on her throat as fast as he wanted from the get-go while thrusting her head up at a similarly brutal pace.


Still, Annabeth managed to keep her consciousness the second time her throat got absolutely dominated.


She put her best efforts into worshiping the massive cock driving in and out of her. Her tongue lapped around it whenever it found the room, and her lips sealed and sucked away anytime she wasn't taking a slobby breath.


Wet moans and slaps were accompanied by hard grunts. Drool mixed with precum splattered from Annabeth's mouth as it got hammered. 


From below, Annabeth reached another climax from the insane throatfuck and her vigorous fingering, only for it to be stifled almost right after by Percy's roar.


"Don't swallow!"


Annabeth only had a nick of time to register his orders. A second later, a gush of the thickest cum hit her throat and filled her mouth.


Annabeth felt her cheeks bulge up in the effort to follow the orders, but the amount was just too much. Some of the cum sputtered out through her sealed lips and trickled down her body as Percy sighed from the release.


After a couple of breathers, he pulled back with more ease. He grinned again at the sight of Annabeth, somehow even more wasted than before.


Now adding to the description above, droplets of cum dribbled down her already wet skin. Both of her cheeks seemed seconds away from exploding. Her throat gulped down the remains that didn't reach her maw.


"Open your mouth," Percy ordered.


Annabeth looked up at him unsurely.


"You heard me," He barked back in a sterner tone.


Annabeth hesitated for a second. She closed her eyes and slowly parted her lips. Naturally, more cum dribbled down her chin and splattered on the floor. A sight Percy enjoyed very much, but Annabeth wasn't too into it.


Finally, when the torrent stopped after half of what she had to collect spilled out, Annabeth opened her eyes again.


"You can swallow now."


She gulped without hesitation and shuddered.


"My gods…" she said, her voice surprisingly fine. "This shouldn't taste this good."


"They do?" Percy asked back, surprised.


Annabeth shook her head, still hazy and overwhelmed. "They…they didn't use to a day ago. I don't…understand."


She stared at the ground, contemplating for about 5 seconds before her eyes caught the reflection of Percy's penis.


"Anyway," Annabeth straightened up. She switched on the most seductive eyes she could manage and spread her legs wide, exposing her dripping cunt. 


"I'm sure you're not done with me, master."


Annabeth smirked when the inflated cock sprang back to its prime. Percy grabbed Annabeth by the arm and tossed her onto the bed. 


Annabeth let out a playful shirk as the bed springs creaked. She looked up at her master as he climbed up after her.


Percy laid the erection over her stomach. Annabeth moaned at the sensation. She looked down and shuddered when she realized her belly button was covered by the length.


"Percy—master," Annabeth started. Percy looked up to meet her in the eyes. 


"If the book has multiple girls, where would…I will be on the list?" She asked tentatively.


Percy blinked for a few seconds before cracking a smile.


"You'll always be the first. Duh. Don't ask stupid questions, Wise Girl."


The not-so-Wise Girl sighed and smiled back.


Without the need for words any further, Annabeth willingly spread her legs. Percy lined his cock and pushed forward.


Annabeth gasped when the tip poked her entrance, only for the gasp to become a high-pitched squeal as the rest entered inside her.


Her squeals were matched with Percy's grunt as he inched his way in. As good as her mouth felt, it was incomparable to her cunt.


Soon, Annabeth's squeal evolved into a long moan. Her back arched up like a bridge. Her body thrashed at the odd feeling of something sliding inside her.  But at the same time, it also set up a flurry of fireworks inside her brians, making anything else feel meaningless.


When she felt her master had stopped, she looked up with heavy breaths. Her vision was slightly blurry from the newly formed tears etched beneath her eyes.


"You good?" Percy asked, not sure what tone was appropriate at the moment.


"Yeah…" Annabeth muttered. She adjusted her hip so that Percy would have a better angle. "Give me your best, Jackson."


"Don't tell me what to do." Percy scowled with a grin.


He reached out and slipped his fingers between Annabeth's and clasped them reassuringly. Annabeth clasped back and braced herself as Percy backed up.


The first thrust nearly made her faint. The moment the cock hit her insides deeper than ever before, it sent a signal so hard that she felt like her nerves got hit by a bolt of lightning.


All she could do was scream in exhilaration and roll her hips to the movement as Percy started pounding away at a brisk pace, grunting and growling with every thrust. 


The wet sounds of two flesh slapping against each other echoed in the cabin walls, quickly drowned out by Annabeth at the top of her lungs screaming, moaning, crying, and goading her master to be harder.


Percy barely registered anything she said. However, his most basic instincts just happened to line up with what she demanded. Every pound was more savage than the last, making the bed creak and groan from the force. 


At one point, Annabeth's consciousness slipped away from the Earth again, succumbing to the constant waves of climax from the ruthless fucking.


Percy wasn't too far off from his end as well, and he didn't have any brains to even think about pulling out.


With one last drive, Percy roared as he let loose inside his first and only slave, a sound only matched by the scream from Annabeth as she topped her umpteenth orgasm.


The mixture of their cum soaked the bed as the master collapsed over his slave. Both were out of breath, though Percy recovered much more quickly.


He sat up and looked down at Annabeth again. She was still letting out small moans, mumbling incoherent strings of words from time to time. 


Her body would sometimes shudder and buckle, and her pussy dribbled globs of thick white cum. 


After some breathers, Annabeth regained herself enough to seal her lips over the wet, semi-erect cock. The combined taste of both hers and Percy's cum made her shudder and moan.


He drummed his finger at the back of her head as Annabeth slowly and softly moved up and down his shaft, sucking off the love juice splashed on it.


He wanted to force her head down again, but he decided that could wait. Annabeth seemed already exhausted, and despite his cock and Annabeth's astonishment, he wasn't doing so well in energy as well.


After she was done, Annabeth slowly pulled back, gave the tip a small peck with her lips, and giggled when it twitched.


She flopped back onto the bed where the sheet wasn't soaked. Percy followed her example.


Then, Annabeth remembered that there was a question left to be answered.


"So, how many girls did you write down, again?" She asked once more.


Percy was about to answer when the entrance of the cabin suddenly opened. Annabeth shirked in surprise and gathered her body in a vain effort to cover up.


Percy was also startled, however when he saw who walked in, he let out a groan.


""I am ready to serve you, master.""


Both Katie and Rachel said in their respective dull voices. 


He had completely forgotten—after you wrote someone's name down, said person would come to him by midnight.


Percy glanced at the clock to be certain, and sure enough, the clock hand had already passed 12:00 AM.


Annabeth caught up on the situation seconds later. 


"Oh." She looked up and down the two entranced girls. "I see."


"Well, there's your answer. And Drew, but—"


"I'd be an idiot if I didn't figure that out first." Annabeth finished the sentence for him. She glanced at the two girls again.


"So, what are you going to do?" 


She expected Percy to not-so-smoothly make his excuses to nail these two as well and braced herself mentally for the scenes. 


To be fair, the concept of watching Percy fuck other girls' brains out as he did with her made Annabeth more excited than she expected.


Perhaps, as much as she was aroused from being watched by people, she also liked being the one watching as well.


"Nothing. I'm tired." He said. 


"Percy, if you're holding back for my sake, that only makes me feel like I'm being naggy."


"I said I'm tired. I really do mean it." He wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close.


"Go back to your beds and sleep." He told the two girls. They spun around like robots and marched out of the cabin without so much as a second glance.


Now the two were alone in the cabin yet again. Annabeth called “Lights out,” and the light turned off automatically.


They snuggled into each other's arms. Annabeth felt something stinging her on the back of the neck as if someone else was watching.


She turned around, but there was nothing notable except for a small monumental sculpture of an Owl dedicated to Athena.


"Why?"


"Nothing," Annabeth answered and stifled a yawn. "Good night, Percy—master; what do I call you from now on?"


Percy considered the matter for some time.


"Call me whatever you want me to unless I tell you otherwise." He decided. 


Annabeth snorted. Although it seemed to be more lenient than enforcing the word ‘Master’ on her, him being the one to choose could be the showcase of true control from some point of view.


Not many people gave Percy Jackson credit for being smart, and then he'd have moments like this when he'd even surprise her.


"Then, good night Master," Annabeth murmured and nipped his neck.


"Good night," Percy replied. Annabeth whimpered when his hand grasped one of her asscheeks hard before letting go.


They both closed their eyes, and within seconds, fell into a dreamless, rest-ensuring, sleep.


Chapter End Notes


Hey, I'm back.
Sorry it took so long to post a new chapter, my family and I had been going through some tough times for the past few weeks, and I couldn't manage to write more than a paragraph or two each day.


Thankfully, the Christmas miracle settled things for the most part. Hopefully, New Year would be more manageable than Christmas.


Anyway, I hope you enjoyed reading and the next few chapters might be silently different from previous ones, as this brings us to the finale of Arc 1—the next "Storyline" would have some changes as a setting, and the next few chapters would be sort of a middle ground for that.


You'll see when it get uploaded. Until then, Ta ta!


An even better dream?
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
Not yet…Not yet. This is not enough.


Percy Jackson, You must be a more determined master for my resurrection!


I'll throw you into a swamp of promiscuity that no hero on earth can refuse!


[Percy]


Nothing says ‘Pleasent Morning’ more than waking up late with your girlfriend sleeping naked in your arms.


It was an actual strike of gold that every other child of Athena hadn't stayed at Camp for the Winter.


I couldn't blame them. Most of them were tired of the Camp after we all risked our lives to save it; it sounds ironic on paper, but that's PTSD for you.


I glanced down at the blonde beauty still in dreamland. 


Her ponytail had strands of blonde hair poking out of it, her lips and chests were red and swollen, and when I looked over her shoulder, her thighs were splattered with dried bits of cum.


And that's the realization that hit me.


"Oh, fuck. I didn't use a condom."


I would've shaken Annabeth awake in a blind panic if I wasn't worn out from yesterday's action. Thankfully, the Book of Κύριος opened up before I did.


==========


So, you came inside your slave.


Congratulations! You have another slave coming up in a few years.


The Book of Κύριος ensures that your sperm won't get wasted on some random slave.


But if you don't want another mouth to feed, Don't worry! You can always prevent pregnancy by simply checking next to their name.


Of course, you can erase it whenever you feel like it. So no pressure there.


Have fun!


==========


…You know, I was starting to see this cursed book in a positive light. I really was. But then it does stuff like this.


It's very convenient, sure. But there's a certain lack of morality in this damned object. 


"What are you scowling at?" A sluggish voice asked. Annabeth rubbed her eyes and stifled a yawn.


"It's…" I struggled to explain the information in the book. Annabeth reached around my shoulder and took the book.


"Oh, right. I forgot we didn't use a condom." She said after a quick scan.


"You're surprisingly calm about this," I noted.


Annabeth gave me her usual ‘Why am I dating this idiot’ look before handing me the book with a sigh.


"I've been on birth control for the last six months. There is no chance in Hades you'll get me pregnant. Even with your…girthy seeds."


"Oh." I closed the book with relief. "Why were you on birth control?"


Annabeth rolled her grey eyes. "Oh gee, I don't know, Percy—Maybe your girlfriend might've wanted to get intimate with you. Have you checked her recently?"


"Right. That makes sense. And, I did check her very recently."


Annabeth scoffed.


Despite her somewhat spikey attitude, Annabeth agreed that we take showers together. Many people don't know about this, but she is generally cranky right after she's awake.


We snuggled in the warm water together. It reminded me of my last bath, where Drew the Maid starred as “Entertainment.”


But this time, neither of us was eager to do anything drastic. Still, that didn't mean we didn't do anything.


Annabeth ground her hips around my stomach as her hands were busy brushing. Meanwhile, I had my share of fun rubbing her body wherever I felt.


"Why is this tub larger than mine?" I complained. I stretched my legs as far as possible, but it didn't even reach halfway.


Hades, calling it “Tub,” was downsizing. You could fit in a whole football team inside this thing.


Annabeth spat out the foams and leaned back. I rubbed some shampoo in her hair. 


"We remodeled it on our own for generations. All you did was ask for a bigger one after you broke the first one."


"Hey! That was Tyson, not me. Besides, that tub was old."


"Of course it was. Nobody was inside Cabin 3 before you. You should be glad they even had a bathroom, to begin with."


It was a fair point, but I still splashed water on her smirking face.


Annabeth spluttered and scowled but didn't retaliate. She was smart enough never to try a water fight with the Son of Poseidon. 


After we were done washing each other(Annabeth ended up a bit too focused on my cock, but she never conceded that she did), we left the bathroom.


I watched with slight disappointment as Annabeth draped a bathrobe over her nice tan body.


"You don't need it, do you?" I suggested, hopefully. 


Annabeth scoffed and threw a bathrobe for me, though the edge of her lips twitched upwards.


"If someone busts in my cabin while we're both naked—"


"You'll like it," I said, reminding her of her kink. 


Annabeth paused for a moment, obviously considering the situation for a second.


I smirked as her legs nervously fidgeted before she snapped out of her fantasy.


"Just shut up and dress up, Percy. We're not rabid animals."


Lucky for me, Malcolm's clothes had similar size to mine, so it wasn't hard to find a spare Camp Half-Blood T-shirt and jeans.


On the other hand, I didn't have any boxers to wear.


"Don't worry. It's early morning. Nobody's going to see you." Annabeth said.


I peered out the entrance flap. The campgrounds were vacant primarily aside from a handful of people.


"Yeah, I suppose you're right. 
By the way, what's your schedule today?"


Annabeth looked up from the book she had just opened. It was about ancient greek architecture with a giant close-up of Athena as the cover.


"I have several blueprints I have to finish before I go to Olympus."


"So, very busy?" I asked, crestfallen.


"Very busy." Annabeth agreed with a smile. "Don't worry about me, have fun with other girls."


I blinked. A giant red alarm blazed inside my brain. Was this yet another trick set up by her?


However, even that was read by Annabeth more quickly than the open book in her hands.


"Percy, as your slave, I'd want a master that is more independent."


"Um, but—"


Annabeth sighed, got up from her chair, and pecked my lips.


"Seriously, master. Do what you want. I want you to be as happy as you want me to be."


A smile floated up to my mouth.


"Thanks, Annabeth."


"No problem, Master Seaweed Brain."


We shared a quick kiss again before I left the cabin. Right before I did, I felt something sting the back of my neck.


I looked back, rubbing my neck. Nothing was on my neck, but my eyes landed on the sculpture of an Owl.


"What?" Annabeth asked, turning back in her chair.


"Uh, nothing."


I waved my hand and left the cabin.


I needed to go to Rachel to tell her about my dream. That missing thrones were nothing to pass by.


But at the same time, the dream reminded me of something else. Gods and Goddesses can watch what's happening through the sacrifices made for them.


Now, I didn't recall making any sacrifices, accidentally or otherwise, last night, but if the cabin counted as Athena's shrine…


I looked down at my hands. Thankfully, there were no signs of it changing into some hideous monster.


…I hope Athena wasn't watching us. Aside from her being Annabeth's mother while being a Virgin Goddess, she and I generally had sour tastes in each other.


She disliked me as I was a Son of Poseidon and dating her most beloved daughter. 


I disliked her because she disliked me; childish, I know, but it's hard to like someone who keeps giving you metaphorical threats whenever you meet eye-to-eye.


Not to mention, Athena was one of the worst divine beings to have on the wrong side. 


Ironically, if Annabeth didn't love me as much as she did, I was sure I'd have been wiped off this earth without question. And nobody would even be able to confirm it was Athena's doings.


"Oof!"
"Ah!"


I was so busy worrying about Athena's wrath I forgot to look ahead. ADHD meant it was generally difficult to focus on boring things like walking.


I shook off the shock and gave a hand to the person I bumped into. She had dark brown hair and amber eyes like a blazing furnace.


The girl took my hand. It was as rough as Annabeth's, if not more.


"Hi, you are…"


I struggled to remember her name. After Battle of the Labyrinth, I'm trying to remember every camper's name, at least.


The girl gave me a doubtful look. "I don't think you'll know my name, Jackson. I don't leave my workplace often."


She let go of my hand and gathered the metal scraps scattered on the ground.


"Sorry, I didn't mean…" My voice trailed away, unsure how to even apologize. 


I tried to help her pick up her scraps, but she shooed my hands away, saying these were more delicate than they looked.


After she was done, she quickly assembled them into a small metal dog. It yapped once before running to Cabin 9, or Hephaestus's cabin for those unfamiliar.


"I'm Nyssa, by the way. Nyssa Barrera. Nice to meet you, Hero of Olympus." 


She held out her hand. I took it.


"I don't like being called that."


Nyssa shrugged with a small smile. "Well, I don't appreciate being un-remembered, so I guess we're even."


I smiled as well. "I'll keep that in mind."


Nyssa nodded, then opened her mouth slightly as if she remembered something.


"That reminds me, are you busy today?"


"No? Not really. Why?"


Nyssa looked at the woods. "I need some help with some…mechanical issues. I need a strong demigod."


"You can always ask Clarisse if strength is an issue," I suggested. Despite what many thought, raw strength wasn't one of my strong points. I usually worked best with swords.


At the mention of Clarisse, Nyssa wrinkled her nose and scowled. "I hated her ever since my first day at camp."


"Toilet bowl?" I guessed. Nyssa nodded. 


"Besides, it's less about strength than it's about endurance. You still have that invulnerability, yes?"


"Curse of Achilles? Sure."


It's easy to forget that now the Camp was at peace, but the River Styx's curse was still in full effect. It still has its uses from time to time; I don't have to worry about cutting myself with paper ever again.


Nyssa nodded with a satisfied grin.


"Great! Then I'll see you after dinner, Good?"


"Sure, why not."


Nyssa thanked me, then jogged back to her cabin.


[Line Break]


[3rd Person]


When Percy walked into his cabin, it took him some time before realizing that something wasn't expected—per se.


Drew Tanaka, who should be present in the cabin as a maid, was nowhere to be seen.


Of course, Percy wasn't ticked off by her absence. As much as he enjoyed her company for more reasons than one, he'd rather not have her fuss over his lack of underwear.


After taking a bath and grabbing new clothing, Percy flopped on one of the empty beds.


It had been less than five days since the Book of Κύριος first appeared in his life, and yet so many things had changed.


He claimed Annabeth in a way that no man ever will as his slave.


He also had the previous dictator of the Aphrodite Cabin as a personal maid, which—to be honest—was another word for a slave as well.


And finally, he also had toyed with two other gorgeous girls in the camp, one being his crush before Annabeth.


Percy let out a sigh and tossed around in the bed. 


He knew that many people would kill to obtain his power at the moment, and the power mainly had brought him nothing but good up to a point.


‘Maybe I'm just being paranoid…after the War and all that….’


Percy closed his eyes. He'll take a short nap and hopefully wake up with some time to pay Rachel a visit about his dream.


Not so much as a minute later, Percy drifted off into a dream—which was much spicier than his previous one.


When he opened his eyes, Percy found himself in a bed; but it wasn't the bunk bed of Cabin 3. 


It was much larger, much whiter, and much more comfortable. 


Percy involuntarily sighed in comfort from the sensation of world-class soft bedding. In the bliss, he vaguely noticed that he was naked.


But his amusement didn't last long as a sound interrupted his sanctuary. From over the edge of the bed, three sets of soft moanings and grunts were heard.


Percy crawled across the bed, too lazy to give up the softness of the bedclothes, and peered over the edge.


To his surprise, three women were kneeling on the white marble floor. 


All three were naked, apart from the miniature cloth sheet over their faces, which hid their identities. Still, the muffled groans and moans made it clear to Percy that these women were gagged. 


Not long after, his eyes traveled down to their gorgeous bodies. First, they were all tied in bondage with ropes of different colors, each that tightened and emphasized the curves of their bodies.


Also, all three of them had a total knocker of cheats that slightly bounced from the mere breathing of their owners, accompanied by a pair of juicy-looking nipples, all erect and hard.


He took turns cupping those magnificent jugs from smallest to biggest—even the tiniest breasts were on par with Drew's, which was saying a lot.


Whenever Percy touched their skin, the tied-up beauties moaned softly, making Percy's cock twitch against the soft fabric of the bed.


Finally, he couldn't hold back any longer. He grabbed the woman with the most prominent breast by her shoulders and dragged her into the bed.


The chosen woman squealed with excitement from the rough treatment while the other two moaned in longing.


Without bothering with words, Percy put the woman down by her back and latched on to one of the boobs like a leech searching for fresh blood.


The woman giggled and twitched on her spot as Percy sucked away, squeezing her breasts with no hesitations. 


Percy wasn't surprised when the tits started spraying liquid in his mouth; he drank up the milk enthusiastically, biting and twirling his tongue around the milk tap whenever the stream seemed to weaken.


When the left tap was dry, Percy went to the right breast and did the same until those were dry, too, and sat straight.


The woman was gasping through her gag, drool escaping through the edge of her hips as her chest repeatedly rose and fell at a noticeable pace. 


Her tits were red and swollen from the vigorous suckings, and the breasts were red with various landmarks from the painful groping it received.


"Well, aren't you excited, you slut." Percy muttered with a smirk. 


He'd usually refrain from name-calling, but the way the woman shivered and whimpered told him that she thoroughly enjoyed degradation.


Percy reached out, grabbed the cloth that covered her face, and flipped it upside down. His eyes widened with shock when the front of the woman was revealed.


"Hera?!" He shouted in shock.


Hera, still with a black gag in her mouth, moaned in response, stretching her body out as an invitation to go further.


Percy stared at Hera in astonishment until the realization hit him; this was a dream. It wasn't real.


That eased his heart a few knots. If this were the real Hera, the consequences would have been devastating.


Still, even as a dream, Percy couldn't help but be amazed that Hera, the Queen of Olympus herself, was bound and gagged on the same bed, got milked by him, and enjoyed every second of it.


He was so used to seeing the goddess looking at him with disapproval or grudging that it was jarring to see her eyes look at him with such passion and longing.


And as much as he wanted to repay those fiery glares, he had to check who the other two women were, even though he had a pretty good guess.


Percu shifted across the bed, reached out, and yanked the cloth aside. 


His smirk grew louder when the familiar face of Demeter and Hestia showed themselves with sunshine yellow and red gags in their mouths.


"Hello again," Percy said. Now that he could compare, he realized the color of the rope and gag matched the goddess wearing them.


He placed his hand on their stomachs, and the two goddesses shuddered with a faint groan from the back of their throats. 


Percy made no hesitation in sliding down the soft underbellies until he reached their pussy.


"Mmph!" Demeter and Hestia squealed in unison. 


They thrust their head back and moaned against the gag as a pair of fingers started to prod in and out of their entrance.


Hestia and Demeter rocked their hips up and down, soaking Percy's hand with divine love juice. Every few seconds, Percy would press or flick on their clit and make the said goddess moan louder.


After some time, Percy felt the walls of each goddess tighten around his fingers. He quickly pulled out, spraying the floor with clear fluids, and quickly pinched the clits.


"Mmmphg!" Demeter and Hestia squealed in unison again, but this time more loudly than ever. 


Their pussy gave away like a pair of sprinklers as the goddesses reached their climax. Percy sat back and watched them shudder and moan on the spot, palming one of Hera's breasts.


When Hestia and Demeter calmed down, Percy grabbed them by the arm and, with a grunt, lifted them into the bed on either side of Hera. 


He got off the bed to observe the three daughters, all tied up and gagged, eyeing his throbbing cock with hunger and longing. 


Percy flipped them over, grabbed them one by one, and yanked their legs off the bed, so the three goddesses had their rears propped up.


He examined the fine mounds of flesh presented at him, added with some shakes from the presenter from now and then.


Percy recalled that, of the three, Hera had an enormous chest. On the literal flip side, he was pleasantly surprised to find that Hera also had the most fleshy behind.


He spread his palm as wide as he could, rubbed both sides of the cheek of the Queen, then slapped it with all his might.


SLAP!


The gag did little to nothing to reduce the volume of the scream. Hera's back made an arc as she screamed in pain and pleasure, her butt on fire in a specific shape.


Percy couldn't help but smirk at the sight and slapped the other side of the cheek, making the goddess scream again. 


It was also quite a sight to behold the other two goddesses, who were bouncing at the top of their toes, wiggling their very juicy asses in a desperate invitation to their master.


Percy was sure that if he wanted to, he could spend hours and hours slapping Hera, but his cock was at the limit.


He flipped the goddesses again to see their pussy all drenched and ready for penetration. Hera was heaving from the double slap she had gotten.


Percy placed his throbbing cock on each goddess's stomach, teasing on who he should fuck first.


It was such an exhilarating sensation that Percy couldn't help but shudder as well.


At the same time, he wondered if a dream could only achieve this—if he used the Book of Κύριος, could it be possible to make this a reality?


He pushed the thought aside for a moment and finally chose his pick. He grabbed the goddess by the leg, spread them just a bit more, and rammed into her pussy.


[Line Break]


Hera woke up with a yelp in her bed.


She thrust away the blanket, soaked with her sweat, as she nearly tumbled out of her queen-sized bed in her palace.


Hera caught herself by the post of the bed. She just had the most disturbing yet rousing dream ever.


She looked around her body, ensuring she wasn't tied up naked. Thankfully, she was still in her black nightgown.


Even though most of her symbols usually represent 'white' as a signature color for her, Hera secretly liked wearing black. 


It was her way of rebelling against her own strict nature, ironically enough. It used to be a secret she shared with one other—Zeus.


Hera sighed and stepped to the window of her palace. It showed the vast night view of the sky, and the peaks of the highest buildings mortals have built over the years.


It had been a few days since most gods and goddesses suddenly disappeared from Olympus without leaving a trace behind. 


She had ordered an embargo on spreading the news, as it would cause chaos in the world below, but that didn't mean she had any idea why it happened. 


It didn't help that, for unknown reasons, the remaining goddesses collectively had faulty memories of the past—including her, which was most frustrating for Hera.


Who would even dare to try and tamper with her memories!? It was doubly insulting as she had her own plan that involved masking memories.


Whatever the problem was, she'd have to figure out the reason before some other disaster happened.


Hera stepped closer to the window. The cloud was covering the moon, which meant that the window also worked as a mirror.


She scanned the reflection of her body. Hera was always proud that she was the most beautiful goddess of them all—naturally, as she was the Queen of all goddesses.


But then, she spotted something and gasped. 


Hera quickly worked her arms out of the nightgown, letting it flutter down her legs and leaving her naked.


Her breasts were bruised the same way as in her dream. She quickly turned around and looked back and found the same double handprints on her asscheeks as well.


By all means, she tried to become frustrated. It is evident that someone was pulling her legs; whoever it was, they'll regret it ten times when she figured out the culprit.


But as Hera thought about the dream more and more, a peculiar sensation enveloped her. 


She paced around the room, not bothering to redress herself as she relived the dream repeatedly.


The identity of the man who violated her was foggy, no matter how hard she tried to recall it. 


But she could remember his mouth ravaging her breasts, emptying them of the precious milk, his hand slapping her ass when no one dared. 


She even remembered how the man fingered Demeter and Hestia, bringing them to a climax in mere minutes.


And lastly, she could almost feel his throbbing, hot cock pressed against her lower stomach, and it was spearing inside her right before she woke up.


'If only I woke a second later….'


Hera sat on the edge of the bed. The slap marks tickled slightly against the soft fabric, arousing her even more.


She lay on the bed and looked down at her giant boobs. She carefully took one into her mouth and tried to imitate what had happened in her dream.


She couldn't feel the same maddening exhilaration from before, but this was the best she would get. 


Hera kept sucking on her breast, groped the other with one hand, and gently prodded the inside of her lower lip.


None of them were as half as satisfactory as they had been in the dream, but again, this was the best she would get. 


She wasn't even used to masturbating, as she'd permanently saved herself for Zeus—the fact that she was pleasuring herself now, in real life, was the most excitement she had felt in hundreds of years.


After several minutes, soft moans escaped from between Hera's lips. It echoed in her large room, with nobody to respond.


 


Chapter End Notes


Sorry for the long gaps between the update. I had to figure out what would happen after the first milestone(the first sex scene) was over.


Hopefully, I'll be back sooner with the next chapter. I hope you all had a fun time reading, and I'll see you when I upload again. Ta ta~


Some things can't be fixed
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
[Percy]


In typical demigod fashion, good things in my life didn't last long. And by long, I mean a couple of seconds after I woke up.


I was unceremoniously awoken from my dream when Drew suddenly burst into my cabin. The time was only two in the afternoon, at best. I still had plenty of hours until dinner.


But as soon as I saw her, my irritation melted away. 


Firstly,  Drew wasn't wearing her usual maid outfit—which was fine by itself, but she wasn't wearing anything else, for that matter. 


All she had on was a piece of pink cloth that looked ripped from a banner from Aphrodite's cabin.


Again, that itself wasn't a red flag, necessarily. Of all four girls, I had the pleasure of “getting close to,” Drew was the most openly perverted.


But this time, she came into the cabin with her hands covering her face and sobbing uncontrollably.


Drew squeaked in alarm when I sprang up from my bed.  


"What's wrong?" I asked.


I tried to take her hand, but Drew wailed and tried to run past me to the bathroom. Unfortunately for her, I was far more athletic in comparison.


When she flopped onto an empty bed, she stopped trying to get away but instead curled into a defensive ball and sniffled into her lap.


Then I realized her legs had several scratch marks as if half a dozen cats had assaulted her. Or half a dozen people with exceptionally well-trimmed nails.


I sat next to Drew, who was still sobbing quietly into her hands. I didn't say anything. I just waited until she got all the crying out of her system.


It was a small psychological trivia my mom liked to use. Crying was a natural reaction to your emotions. Sometimes, letting one cry could deliver much more than any comforting words.


After half an hour, Drew's sobbing diminished into minor hiccups. I helped her sit upright on the bed, and Drew gradually let her hands fall. 


Her face was covered with makeup, purposely put on to make her look like a hooker. 


Drew went on to drop the pink fabric to show her naked body.


What I saw made blood rocket back up my veins.


Her body was covered with graffiti, words ranging from a simple "whore" to something like "Markdown: Fill hole for 2¢" and "Sea cum dumpster" with an arrow pointing at her privates or several crossed-out hearts near her lower stomach.


"…I'm sorry…." Drew whispered in a hoarse voice.


Somehow, her devastated state made me able to control my anger. As much as I was furious, Drew needed my support more than anything else.


"You don't have to apologize," I managed to say calmly and helped her get up from the bed.


"Come on, let me clean you up." 


I know I'm not the best suited for the situation, but I doubt Drew would want me to call someone else.


"N, no," Drew shook her head, "I, I'm your maid, master. Your hands shouldn't wash me."


"I order you to be washed by my hands."


Drew opened her mouth to argue, but after a moment of pause, she closed them and followed me to the bathroom.


[Line Break]


I was pretty used to cleansing up others while I helped sea creatures from the polluted seas—something Triton never bothered to do, by the way.


It turns out that my domain over the water was much broader than I could've ever guessed.


Then again, back during the war, a single sand dollar my dad gave me as a birthday present could cleanse the East and Hudson Rivers. 


It didn't clean them thoroughly, but it was enough to satisfy the spirits. Something much more than any government had managed over the years.


Long story short, none of the “Unerasable makeup” or “Waterproof Markers” proved strong enough to resist my touch.


Although they were strictly weak to my touch, using a sponge halved the effect, which meant I had to rub soap on my bare hands.


And as much as I'd love to say that I was solely dedicated to erasing the doodles on her, Drew's naked body was hard to ignore.


"What happened?" I asked, mainly to keep myself from any lewd thoughts.


Drew moaned slightly as my hand rubbed over her thighs, but when she started to elaborate, it made me angry again.


"I, I tried to go back to Aphrodite's Cabin. I hoped that…I might be able to make amends with them, just like with Annabeth or you…."


Drew paused and looked back. Her eyes trembled with concern and fear. "We did make amends, right?"


"Of course," I said. 


To be honest, I wasn't sure. I didn't resent Drew in any way, but I'd never really decided on forgiving her as, well.


She assaulted us, got curved, served as my maid for a day or two, then this happened. Everything happened fast, yet it felt stretched over several weeks or months.


Drew pursed her lips tightly, making me wonder if her status as the daughter of Aphrodite meant that she saw through my mind.


"…but when I got there, they weren't, well, happy to see me. So to say." 


Drew hugged her knees close to her chest, squashing the huge breasts against her equally lucrative thighs.


Her shoulder shook more potentially, and it didn't take long for me to realize that she was crying.


"They subdued me. I tried to apologize for treating them like my servants and being a terrible leader, but they said I had no more business at their cabin. And…well, they did all this," Drew indicated over her body, "then they threw me out of the cabin."


I turned the shower on to wash away all of the soap bubbles on her. As the manufactured rain poured over her head, Drew let out a shaky sigh and turned to face me.


She had a dangerous smile on her lips. It made me think of cracked glass that was seconds away from breaking—or an already shattered piece desperately put together to look okay.


"They called me a slut," She whispered. 


I could sense the Charmspeak in her tongue. She leaned forward and cupped my cheeks with her wet hands.


"They were right, you know?" Drew said, chuckling to herself, "I used to be a slut to my father. Then, I came here and became your's."


"Drew," I tried to reason with her, but her voice was so intoxicating that I couldn't form words properly.


She pulled me closer, her lips inching ever tentatively close to mine; we were nose-to-nose when Drew whispered:


"When they tore off my clothing, I lost your connection as a “Maid.”


I saw you last night at Athena's Cabin, Percy.


Take me as your slave. 
I do not dare ask for your love.
I'll be your's, and your's only.


I'll suck your cock when you want.
I'll spread my legs whenever you tell me.
I'll be a good girl.


So please, kiss me…."


Drew closed her eyes and leaned forward for a wet kiss.


The shower stall stopped spraying water.
Drew slowly opened her eyes, newly formed tears trickling down her cheeks as she moved back.


"…why?" she asked in a hoarse voice.


I had blocked her kiss with my hand. Something that was easier said than done due to her Charmspeak.


"Why?" Drew started sobbing. "Isn't that what you want from me? Isn't that what everyone expects of me? A dumb-witted cockslut that'll do anything for sex!?"


Her hands reached forward, aiming to grab onto my shirt. But I softly took them in my hands and pushed them aside. 


Drew sobbed harder at the rejection, but her crying came to a sudden, hiccuping stop when I pressed my forehead onto hers.


"Breath in," I said.


After a few seconds, Drew took a shaky breath.


"Now, out."


Drew huffed out a gush of breath that formed a slight mist in the moist bathroom. 


We continued breathing in and out, without saying a word to each other, until I felt Drew's breath stabilize.


"You know, as strange as it would sound, I don't want any broken slaves," I said. "If I'm ever wanting you, that's you as, well, you."


It didn't make much sense—even in my head, but I meant every word.


"…Percy…" Drew muttered.


She closed her eyes as if swallowing the incoherent words I'd just said.


"…I think I'll go back to Aphrodite's cabin. One more time. Would you join me?"


"Gladly." I grinned.


Drew smiled back.


[Line Break]


None of my clothes fit Drew's physique. 


Even though she was a few inches shorter, her busty breasts and hips made my shirt and jeans tight around those areas.


"I never asked this before," Drew said, looking around, "But does this look too slutty? I'm not even wearing any underwear."


I shrugged, trying my best not to glance at the certain compacted areas.


"It's better than anything the damned book would provide, so I'd say that's our best choice." 


I tried conjuring up new clothing from the Book of Κύριος, but all the fabrics this thing conjured up had at least exposed 40% of the wearer on the most problematic areas.


Finally, Drew decided to throw on one of my jackets. The oversized nature of it covered most of her more…suggestive features.


We walked out of Cabin 3 together. Drew hesitated for a moment, then locked her arms around mine as if we were a couple.


I looked down at her and Drew quickly moved back.


"S, sorry," She stammered, "I got too excited, didn't I?"


I wondered if Annabeth would be mad if she saw me arm-in-arm with another girl. But then, an entirely new perspective whispered in my head.


‘Annabeth is your slave now,’ the voice said. ‘You don't have to take hints from her anymore.’


You know what? It was a valid argument. 
I held my hand to the cowering Drew.


"It's fine," I said.


Drew blinked, then smiled brightly and hugged my arm again. 


A few campers glanced at us as we strolled to Cabin 10. Some did double-takes, which made me more continue about what I was doing, but I didn't trust Drew away.


Drew waved cheerfully at most of them. Few of them waved back, but she seemed too delighted to be let down.


But even her happy manners deteriorated when we arrived at the front of Aphrodite's cabin. 


She clutched my arm closer, nearly burying them between her breasts, out of fear more than anything else.


"Maybe this was a bad idea," Drew muttered, "Maybe we should turn back. There is no way they'll accept me, Percy. You're the only person on earth who would."


"If you want to turn back, that's fine." I said, "But I would be disappointed with you for that."


Maybe the words were a bit too harsh for her. I wasn't a psychiatrist; I didn't know how to get people to do something without poking any sensitive areas. 


But Drew looked back at Cabin 3 and our short walk from there to here. She took a deep breath and marched straight into the cabin.


I followed after her, hoping they won't be holding a “So-long, Drew” party or something like that.


The first thing I saw inside the cabin was a giant stuffed pinata hanging from the ceiling, resembling none other than Drew Tanaka herself.


"Wow…" Drew muttered, looking up at the bashed pinata. I wasn't sure if I should be glad that she sounded genuinely impressed.


The half a dozen Aphrodite campers were frozen in the middle of their actions, staring at us as if we had just dropped from Venus.


Finally, Mitchell stepped forth. 


"What's this?" He demanded, looking up and down at Drew. 


Drew adjusted the overfit jacket and straightened up. "I came here to apologize."


"Really?" One of the girls at the top bunk asked loudly, sarcasm dripping from her voice. "I didn't realize you were capable."


"I said that the first time I came here!" Drew complained.


The girl rolled her eyes. "Yeah, whatever. Bitch Queen." 


I was about to say something or explode the toilet for the name-calling, but Mitchell stepped in first. 


"Stella, that's enough." He said, then glanced at Drew. "…I wasn't in the cabin when you were assaulted."


"I figured," Drew murmured. "Sorry for…well, everything I've done."


Mitchell closed his eyes and sighed, "It's a little too late."


"What?" I tried to argue. However, Drew grasped my hand and stopped me.


Meanwhile, Mitchell turned to me. "Relationships are like that, Jackson. Sometimes, you can't salvage it, no matter how hard you try."


With that mike drop of a sentence, he brought a ladder and took down the Drew pinata.


"This has all your stuff—or what's left after…you know."


"Of course," Drew nodded. "The raid."


She didn't look furious that most of her belongings had been stolen, something most of the Aphrodite cabin was shocked to find out.


Drew looked over the stuffed doll version of herself, "It's surprisingly high quality; who made this?"


"I did," Stella sneered.


Drew looked up at her with a bright smile, "Good work. You have a very talented pair of hands."


Stella's eyes widened. Her mouth fell open as if Drew confessed she was a time traveler from Mars.


Drew looked around, smiling at every one of her cabinmates, then quickly turned around.


"Let's go," she whispered and hurried out the door without waiting for me. I saw a drop of tears trickling down her face as she ran out.


I glanced over at the Aphrodite Cabin again. Now that Drew was gone, most of them looked slightly nervous, concerned that I might do something in revenge for dispensing Drew.


Ironically,  the realization made the idea non-appealing. Drew had subverted their expectations, so I shouldn't enforce them either.


"Can you just disown a cabinmate like this?" I asked Mitchell.


Mitchell shrugged, "No idea. But neither Chiron nor Mr. D is here to sort out the problem, and this is the best solution I can come up with for the both of us."


I wondered if that was true. Was this the best outcome for everyone? Including Drew?


But I couldn't dwell on the matter too long. The Aphrodite cabin was getting more agitated with every second I was in their place, and besides, I didn't want to leave Drew alone while she was crying.


I left the Aphrodite Cabin behind, hoping that this would be the last time I get involved with the children of Aphrodite.


[Line Break]


When I returned to my cabin, Drew was sniveling into herself on one of the beds. 


The pinata was opened in the middle. It had some stuff spilling out like a gut—pink underwear, several pieces of makeup equipment, and a handful of tissues, one of which was propped next to Drew as she wiped her nose.


"You could have asked for forgiveness," I said, sliding down into the seat next to her.


Drew sniffed and shook her head.


"No, Mitchell is right." She said, "Some things can't be fixed. The efforts only make them worse." she blew her nose into the tissue and sighed.


"They might come around eventually," I suggested.


Drew smiled as if the idea amused her. "They do 
say time is the magical cure for everything."


But I could tell that she didn't believe that. In her mind, she had indeed parted company with her half-siblings.


After she calmed down, Drew awkwardly looked around my cabin. "So, uh…since I don't have a place to be anymore…"


"You can stay here as long as you want," I said.


Drew smiled brightly and lunged forward to plant a kiss on my cheek. She slowly pulled back, only to notice that our faces were only an inch or two apart.


The imminent joy in her eyes shifted over into something more amorous.


"I suppose the rent will not be free, though, will it?" She whispered. Her breath brushed over my cheek.


Her hands snaked down from around my neck, passing over my waist and even lower. I reached around her and cupped the juicy pair of bottoms, making Drew moan softly and giggle.


"If you're offering a payment, I won't decline it."


Our second kiss was on the lips. It was odd to think that this girl had given me a blowjob before she ever kissed me on the lips, but I guess that went for everyone else except for Annabeth.


Speaking of Annabeth, Drew was much more active at kissing than she was. Our tongues rolled on each other, licking over the other's lips as we explored our mouths.


Drew moaned whenever she gasped for breath. At the same time, her hands were already unbuckling my belt and zipping off the jeans.


I tried to tug down her jeans, but it was too tightly fit to hope to get them off.  Giggling, Drew pulled back, licking up the saliva on her lips.


"I have an idea I'd like to propose," She purred, "Perhaps that can be a payment?"


"Let's see and find out."


Drew winked and slid out of bed. She flipped her hair, showcasing its entire length, then grabbed the hem of the tight orange T-shirt.


She blew a kiss in my direction, "This is just for you, honey." 


Then she started to work her way out of the shirt. It took her some time; either the clothes were too tight even for her, or she deliberately took her time for the suspense.


Her ass swung from side to side slowly. The tight jeans left little to imagine as each side of her hips moved up and down in order.


As the shirt came off, Drew arched her back, thrusting her hips back and forth, then turned around to face the front.


"Enjoying the show?" She asked. I could barely manage a nod as my eyes were glued to her bare breasts. 


Drew giggled and bounced them with her hands before squeezing them from the side to push them forward for me to enjoy.


I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her closer. Drew laughed again as she sat on my lap and rubbed her hips against my thighs.


I latched onto one of her boobs and took the nipple into my mouth and started to suck away like a hungry toddler.


"Oh!" Drew yelped.


Her breath quickly became heated and bearing as she moaned softly, nestling my head nearer to her. 


With my hands, I grabbed the curvy asscheeks which made Drew moan even more. Her arms freed my head and helped in my efforts to get rid of the jeans.


Soon, Drew was completely naked by the combined works of both of us. She kicked off the pants from her ankles as I continued sucking on her breasts.


"Oh, my," Drew gasped, running her hand through my hair, "if you want something out of these jugs, I have a nice trick…"


She gently pushed away, so I reluctantly released the teats and leaned back to give her some room. 


Drew bounced her breasts on her hands a few times, moaning as her eyes focused on her tits which were slobbered with saliva. 


She gently pinched the edge and spun her fingers a few times, uttering some Ancient Greek languages in whispers, then she smiled and cupped one of her milk jugs and squeezed.


To my surprise, a white, creamy liquid dribbled out from the tip.


"How did you do that?" I asked.


"It's all about hormones," Drew answered and winked. "It's something that Aphrodite children can do—to some extent."


I tugged both jugs as close as they could be and sealed my lips over both peaks. Drew moaned louder as I drained her boobs maliciously.


"Oh, oh my gods…" she whimpered as she arched her back, submerged in bliss. I had to grab her waist to prevent her from falling back.


But as euphoric as that moment was, Drew's tap was quick to dry out. I let them go again with a 'pop' and Drew calmed down while drawing heavy breaths.


Her nipples were, needless to say, slightly bruised and swollen from the intense lactation they received.


"Do you want more? If so, I can do the spell again," Drew suggested.


The idea made my mouth water; the sweet taste of her manufactured milk still lingered in my mouth. However, I shook my head.


"I don't think it'll be healthy to keep tampering with your hormones and whatnot."


"Not really, no." Drew agreed, looking slightly relieved that I declined her offer.


That didn't mean she was done; far from it. Drew hitched her mischievous grin as she leaned forward.


"Since now that you've milked me dry, I'd say it's time to repay the favor." 


She rubbed the lump on my crotch, which strained to be free from the two layers of fabric holding it back.


I grinned, "I'd like to see you try."


Drew raised her eyebrow at the claim and mouthed ‘Challenge accepted’ before kissing me again.


This time, Drew showcased her full skill of being the daughter of Aphrodite. For once, I lost the tongue battle and let her's lick inside my mouth; lapping up the last remainders of her milk and gulping them down.


Drew backed away and licked her lips, "I think I should eat more veggies."


Then, in a blink of an eye, she removed my shirt and planted a kiss on my neck. 


Her lips trailed down my chest and stomach. Her teeth brushed against my abs, tickling me in the most oddly erotic way. 


Drew went down until she reached the jeans. She easily dispatched the belt and I sat up slightly as she yanked off the slackened jeans down to my feet.


I kicked them away, now only in my boxers as Drew eyed the bulging tent with craving lust like a succubus.


She automatically went down into a kneeling position between my legs. She carefully reached out and tugged the boxer down slowly, until the erected cock sprang out.


"Oh!" Drew squealed, wide-eyed in surprise at the full length as she removed the boxers. "Was this always this big?"


I shrugged, though I recalled Annabeth making a similar comment while we bathed together. "No idea, I don't go around measuring my dick."


"In that case, guess I'll have to compare on my own," Drew smirked.


She smacked her lips once and enclosed the tip. I shuddered as the warm sensation descended around my rod.


Drew's hand rested on my thighs, her eyes looking up at me seductively as she slid down with ease. 


Even when the tip hit the back of her neck, apart from a small grunt and a repositioning, she swallowed the length without a hitch.


"Mmm, hmm…" Drew hummed dully. She shuddered from the overwhelming sensation of pleasure swelling inside her body. 


The kaleidoscopic eyes were crossed over in ecstasy. Her throat continuously swallowed the precum spewing from the cock without hesitation.


Not long after, Drew started to move up and down. She made repeated choking noises as her throat was stifled, but it seemed to only urge her to go faster.


Drool dripped from her lips as she picked up the pace. I grunted and gripped the edge of the bed tightly, doing my best to hold back from releasing prematurely.


But no matter how good I felt, Drew was enjoying herself ten folds. She was out of focus, moaning every second as her tongue lapped around my shaft.


I gripped the back of her head and started to steer it at my pace—which was much faster and rougher. 


However, Drew didn't grunt or complain. On the contrary, she removed her hands from my thighs and put them behind her head as well—aiding in pushing her head down more forcefully. 


She gagged harder and harder with every thrust. Her throat squeezed around my flesh as they were penetrated, trying to milk me just like she claimed.


Finally, I couldn't resist any longer. I pushed down on her head one last time and shot hot cum down her throat.


"Mmhm!" Drew squealed. 


She swallowed most of the cum, as gallons of sperm was directly poured down her gullet. However, the leftovers proved to be too much for her. 
 
Her cheeks quickly expanded like chipmunks in late fall, and some spurted out from her lips and even her nostrils. Drops of cum dripped onto her breasts. 


Drew hurriedly covered her face. I found it very salacious, but I guess she didn't want to show herself like that. 


I sat back to let Drew reorganize herself. I was barely out of breath myself; again, my stamina had improved after the affair with Annabeth.


With her eyes glistening with tears, Drew wiped her nose, gulped down what was in her mouth, then shuddered.


"Not to be a mood killer, but they aren't very pleasant things to swallow," She commented


"Really? Annabeth said it was." I said, surprised.


"Huh," Drew furrowed her brow, then suggested an interesting theory. "Perhaps that's because she became your slave?"


I never thought of it like that, but it was very plausible. Annabeth did say that it didn't use to a day before. That also sounded like what the Book of Κύριος would do.


"Speaking of…" Drew started in a sly voice. She flashed me a grin, then suddenly bowed down. "Please take me as your slave!"


I looked down at Drew in astonishment. I tried to help her sit up, but Drew firmly kept her position of submission.


"Drew, you just got rid of being my maid," I pointed out. "Why would you want yourself to be chained up?"


Even though the situation may have been forced upon her, I was glad that the “punishment” was over—because I couldn't determine how long Drew should be punished.


"Why would I want to be chained?" Drew looked up and smirked, "For one, it would be insanely hot."


"I'm not joking," I replied.


However, Drew shook her head.


"Percy, you don't understand. 
All my life, I couldn't choose where I was, or who I was with.


I was with my father because he was the only family member I'd ever known.


At camp, I stayed with my half-siblings because we shared the same godly mother, but it was never going to work out.


But now, I'm choosing to be with you. I've already tasted what's that going to be like, and I loved it."


Her eyes twinkled slightly. I couldn't sense any hopelessness or sadness, which made me realize that it had always been present until this moment.


I reached forward and stroked her hair, sliding it down the side of her face until I gently grabbed her chin. 


"Are you sure?" I asked, one last time.


Drew looked up at me, then her eyes dropped a little. She crawled on all fours into between my legs and planted a lengthy, heartfelt kiss on the tip of my cock.


"Definitely," Drew said with a grin.


From the pile of clothes we threw off, the Book of Κύριος flipped open. I didn't have to check to know that Drew's status would be changed to ‘Slave’.


I had a much more important matter to attend to.


[Line Break]


[3rd Person]


Percy tightened his grip around Drew's jaw, making the latter wince and shudder with excitement from what was going to happen.


She'd seen how rough Annabeth was treated last night. She wanted all of that and more. Her wish wasn't abandoned as Percy lifted her into the air by her chin with one hand. 


Drew felt her toes dangling in the air, barely brushing against the floor as her master looked her up and down, drinking at her naked body.


When he was done, Percy let Drew down.


"Get your underwear." He barked.


Drew, while puzzled at the command, followed it without question. She hurried to her pinata, opened the zipper on the stomach, and pulled out a soft pink thong.


She handed it over to her master, who clenched it into a ball and swiped off the cum splattered on her chest.


Even though there was only a small amount, the thong wasn't big either and got drenched in cum. 


Percy pressed the cum-soaked fabric to Drew's lips, who had caught up on what he was planning, and eagerly opened her mouth.


Drew moaned as the musky scent strengthened inside her mouth and the back of her nose. Ever since she became a slave, Percy's seed didn't taste bad. On the contrary, she started to suck away at the fabric inside her, desperate for more.


Percy smirked as Drew became slightly cross-eyed, love juice leaking down her thighs just from sucking on her underwear.


He was going to enjoy this slave far more than he had before.


Next, he materialized a red ball gag—a courtesy of the Book of Κύριος—and placed it around Drew's mouth.


"Hmmg…" Drew moaned. Excitement ran down her spine. She couldn't wait to get viciously asserted as a slave. 


Right in line with her fantasy, the next thing Percy did was grab the gagged damsel and march her up to a wall.


"Arms out," Percy grunted. Drew complied and arched her back, presenting her ass in the most seductively inviting way.


Percy examined the ass with a grin. He fondled the round mound with one hand. 


Unlike Annabeth, who was well-tanned and firmly muscular, Drew was more cream-toned and much more fleshy.


Drew shuddered as the slightly rough palm of her master rubbed her skin. She moaned and shook her ass from side to side, begging for more.


"Go on, keep begging," Percy smirked. 


He slapped one side without warning. Drew threw her head back with a loud moan, muffled by her underwear and gag. 


Percy put his full erection on her ass. Drew felt the weight and the steaming heat of the cock. 


"Hnng…"


Just imagining it ramming inside her made her lower lip drool. Drew bucked her hips back and forth, greedily trying to get it in herself, but she only earned another hard slap on her buttcheek.


"You know, if you keep enjoying getting slapped, I'll have to think of another punishment for you," Percy muttered in amusement as Drew shirked from the slap, this time reaching her climax.


Then, he leaned forward, pressing his body against the surprisingly sweaty back, and whispered into Drew's ear. 


"But I think you'll enjoy that too, won't you? You like getting punished, getting tied up, gagged, and being left at the other's mercy."


Drew let a longing moan from the back of her throat. She thrust her head back into Percy's shoulder as she desperately humped the air, craving for her master to fuck her to madness.


Percy grinned. His cock throbbed from being left alone—he wanted to pound Drew as much as she wanted. 


However, watching one of the prettiest girls in camp begging for his cock like a rabid animal was too enjoyable to let it pass.


He lowered his mouth from her ears and took a bite of her shoulder, making Drew yelp. He sucked on the flesh as if he was a vampire, while his hands devoted themselves to the pair of milk jugs dangling in the air.


Drew let out short gasps in sync with Percy's hands as they squeezed them tightly as if they were trying to milk out the last drop of milk that was left behind.


All the while she was still rocking her hips back and forth, up and down, in a vain attempt to slip in the strong cock inside her. 


But all she managed to do was lube the erection with her juices as it rubbed on the entrance, teasing her even more.


Eventually, Percy reached his limit. As fun as tormenting his desperate slave was, he wanted to get in the action as well.


He moved back from Drew, grabbed her rear cheeks, and spread them wide. Drew immediately stopped thrashing her waist around, allowing her master to gaze at her lower entrances as long as he pleased.


Percy blew a small gust of wind at the dripping pussylips. Drew shuddered with a small squeak, which made him grin. 


His eyes moved up to her asshole, gaping in the match to the heavy breathing from up ahead. He spread it wider with his thumbs, making Drew moan again.


Percy could tell that the Book of Κύριος had worked its magic again. Whatever preparations are needed for anal were already done and taken care of by the book.


He drummed his fingers on the jiggly fleshes, considering his options until he finally made up his mind.


Drew moaned again as a pair of hands gripped her waist. She could tell that the rigorous fucking she begged for was on its way.


"Mmmph!?" 


Drew squealed in shock as the throbbing cock entered the other hole. 


However, the shock didn't last so much as a second as her lust took over, and Drew's eyes rolled up as a soft growing moan escaped from her throat.


Percy bit on his lower lip as he spread apart the asshole. The corridor was so tight around his cock that it felt like he was the one getting sucked in, instead of pushing forward.


That wasn't to say that it was supremely satisfying. When he buried the last inch inside, he pulled back, which was a much easier task.


The crown of the cock came out with an audible ‘pop!’, and Drew's legs gave away almost immediately.


"Whoa, there," Percy reached out and grabbed her by the waist before she collapsed to the floor. 


He put a hand below her chin and raised it to check how Drew was doing. 


Her face was beaded with sweat, strands of dark hair sticking onto her face. The multi-colored eyes were in a swirling mess of pink as they were rolled up in their sockets, and her cheeks were rosy and covered with drool.


Percy realized that Drew had reached several small orgasms just from the one anal penetration. 


As he tapped her cheeks to wake her up, Drew shuddered and reached another one before her eyes regained focus.


"Was that a bit too extreme?" Percy asked.


Drew nodded.


"Did you hate it?"


Drew shook her head excitedly.


The slave shuddered as her master cracked a grin. 


Without another word, she forcefully spun back around so that her back was facing him. 


This time, Drew's arms were grabbed as handles for Percy as he drove into her asshole without any caution.


Drew screamed at the top of her lungs as her asshole got torn apart, but she didn't feel an ounce of pain.


Her body and mind exploded like a volcano from the waves of arousal crashed in as Percy pulled back, only to slam in once more.


Percy slammed into Drew's asshole as hard as he can. 


Drew howled against the gag. 


She couldn't think straight; every breath tasted of delicious cum, her ass felt like two cyclopses were pummeling down on them while her hole got stretched wide, and her pussy splashed love juice down her thighs, blossoming wet spots all over the floor.


Percy was having a time of his life as he pounded Drew fiercely. He could tell exactly when Drew hit one of her many orgasms, as her tight asshole would tighten even further whenever she did.


He could feel his limit approaching from the back of his spine. He turned around slightly and let Drew down on the bed, pulling out just briefly to readjust his position and dove back in for a last lap.


Drew screamed at each thrust, her body jerking violently as if someone was giving her an electric shock every second.


Percy pushed down Drew's head, mushing her head into the mattress as he nailed down on Drew as fast and hard as possible. He couldn't contain his growl and grunts anymore as his climax approached quickly.


Finally, Percy roared and drove in as deep as possible and shot his hot semen deep inside Drew.


Drew let out a muffled wail as the hot, sticky liquid poured inside her, and she reached her largest climax yet. 


Her back arched up as her pussy gushed out with clear juices that sprayed over the bedsheet and the floor.


Drenched with sweat, Percy pumped slowly in and out of the coated asshole, allowing the momentum to wear off, and pulled out.


Drew flopped on the bed, not caring that she was creating a large wet spot on the bed. Cum dribbled out from her asshole as she groaned and moaned against the gag.


Percy climbed up the bed to her face, removed the gag, and yanked the drenched thong out of her mouth.


Instead, he propped his cum-covered erection against her forehead and said, "Suck it clean."


Despite being worn out more than any camp activity made her, Drew raised her head and swallowed the dick.


She sucked and swirled her tongue around the shaft as if it was the world's most delicious lollipop. In her case, it wouldn't be incorrect, either.


When he felt it was clean enough, Percy grabbed a fistful of Drew's hair and pulled her back. Her mouth released his cock, completely cleaned except for her saliva, and she slumped back onto the bed.


Percy looked down at the completely exhausted Drew. Compared to her, he had quite an energy left. His erection was still strong too.


He was almost tempted to climb back on Drew and take her pussy as well, but looking at her state, he doubted the experience would be enjoyable for the both of them.


"I-I'm s, sorry…master…" Drew panted. She gazed up at the still throbbing cock with awe. "I, I was not enough to fully satisfy you…"


"To be fair, my stamina seems to be improving every time I do this sort of stuff," Percy waved at the wet sheet, then cracked another grin, "But that doesn't mean I'm cutting you any slack."


Thirty minutes later, Percy walked out of Cabin 3. He had just taken a quick shower, but for once he craved for another girl to spend some intimate time together.


Luckily for him, he still had two options. After a brief consideration, Percy decided to head for the Oracle's cave. 


Before he took his step, Percy peaked back into his cabin.


The magic of the Book of Κύριος was sealing all sounds or sight in case anyone would come by, but Percy could see Drew on his bed.


Her mouth and eyes were sealed by a gag and a blindfold. Her hands were cuffed together and was bound to the top of the bed, with her ankles being treated identically.


And to top everything off, a vibrating dildo was shoved inside both of her low entrances, sending a constant wave of pleasure to Drew.


Percy watched the Aphrodite slave moan and twitch in her bound spot, then left the cabin.
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[3rd Person]


Percy hesitated at the entrance of the Oracle's Cave. His hormone-induced brain noted that the air felt different than before. 


The Oracle's Cave usually smelled heavy of paints, and floral aroma used to set the mood, but now it smelled like dirt—literally. 


Percy frowned in confusion, sniffing the air to ensure he was not mistaken.


"What in the…?" 


Then, he remembered what Drew had said a day before. 


She had a dream in which a fake Aphrodite appeared and charmspoken her to take the Book of Κύριος. 


Drew said that the fake goddess smelled like dirt, and her voice was deprived of her usual emotion, as if someone else was puppeting her.


Now, Percy was more worried than horny.


"Rachel?" He called from the outside, hoping for an answer. No one did, so Percy stepped into the cave past the velvet curtains. 


On his last visit, the room was barely lit except for a few lanterns—it was an artistical choice made by Rachel to set the mood for her to get ‘closer’ to the hero of Olympus.


This time, even those few lanterns were gone. They were smashed to bits and strewn all over the floor, among all the junk that littered the area—crumped-up clothes, ripped canvases, turned-over paint cans, and for some reason, a basket of cucumbers.


However, Percy didn't have any problem seeing. The room itself seemed to emit light, an eerie glow that reminded him of deep mines and tunnels.


Rachel was sitting on the couch, similarly to before. The one difference is that this time, she wasn't bothering to cover herself up. 


Percy gazed at her naked body in full display. 


Her frizzy red hair was in striking contrast with her milky skin, the curves from her breasts weren't small by any means, and her juicy thighs were spread apart just enough to expose her cave entry.


If the situation didn't alert his demigod senses honed over the years, the sight alone would've made him dumbstruckenly aroused.


Be that as it may, Percy's attention couldn't help but be focused on Rachel's face. 


"Hello, Percy," Rachel said in a bright mono-tone.


"Hi, RED," Percy replied, "Why do you have your eyes closed?"


Rachel's smile widened. Her eyelids were kept shut as she edged on the couch toward Percy, who scooted out of her reach.


"Oh, no need to fret, Perseus. I have my eye closed because I've seen the most illustrious vision, and I don't want to let it go."


"Did you call me ‘Perseus’?" Percy noted. 


Only two types of people called him by his full name; people who were angry at him or his enemy.


Rachel ignored his question and continued.


"I've seen it with my own eyes. You are destined to conquer the entire female Olympians under your feet! 


You'll rule the world as the sole king of the world, with every goddess bowing happily to be your concubine!"


Her deranged speech reminded Percy of his two dreams about the Olympian goddesses: Especially the more recent one, where the three most prominent goddesses—Hera, Demeter, and Hestia—were tied up and presented at the feet of his bed.


The thought was undoubtedly compelling, up to the point where Percy lowered his guard enough to allow Rachel to come right up to his face.


Percy was jerked back into reality only when Rachel grabbed his cheeks with surprisingly strong hands.


Rachel opened her eyes, and Percy barely held back a terrified yelp. 


Her usual emerald green eyes were replaced with soil. It was as if someone gauged out her eyes and scooped in handfuls of the earth in the sockets.


"I can make your fantasy real…" The entity whispered through Rachel, "Call the goddesses on the book. That's all you have to do. None of them would be able to resist—"


Her sermon stopped abruptly with a grunt. Rachel blinked her soil eyes, then lowered them down her stomach.


A bronze sword was lodged through her abdomen.


Rachel looked up at Percy, who had a slight smirk on his lips; he was proud of himself for being innovative in a dire situation.


"It's Celestial Bronze," he said, "The blade won't hurt Rachel—she's mortal."


The smile vanished from his face as he dug Riptide deeper into the gut.


"Get out of my friend's body," Percy growled.


The deity inside Rachel cackled, even if her breathing was burdened by the sword piercing its stomach.


"You cannot escape this destiny, Perseus Jackson," It rasped, "You'll bring down Olympus by your own hands…."


The dirt eyes rolled upwards, and Rachel collapsed forward. Percy hurriedly retrieved his sword and caught the Oracle before she faceplanted on the floor.


Carefully cradling her in his arms, Percy looked down at the naked body of Rachel. He gently shook her and tapped her shoulder.


"Rachel?" He called, but she didn't answer.


Did the Celestial Bronze affect her after all? Or maybe whatever possessed her left significant damage behind as it fled—if it fled in the first place.


Percy was legiminantly getting close to panicking when Rachel stirred. Her eyelids slowly moved up, revealing her normally green eyes.


"Ugh…" Rachel groaned, then suddenly hurled.


Percy just managed to push her away, and a moment after, Rachel threw up on the floor.


"You good?" Percy asked.


Coughing, Rachel shook her head and grabbed the sleeve of Percy's shirt.


"Take me under the lake," She said with a shaky breath.


Percy blinked, bewildered at the sudden request.


"Are you sure?" He asked, "I think you need some rest—"


"Now!" Rachel barked urgently, making it clear that there was no arguing with her at the moment.


As Rachel wasn't in any shape to run, Percy scooped her up in his arms and scuttled out of the cave entrance. 


[Line Break]


During the five years of Demigod experience, Percy could confidently declare that this moment would be the crowned winner of the weirdest moment in his life. 


He raced down the rough forest of the Halfblood mountain, holding his one and only pure mortal friend, fully naked, in a bridal carry.


His friend—might he add—was the daughter of William Elizabeth Dare, one of the vastly wealthy/powerful company owners in New York, and she was the current Oracle of Delphi as well.


Come to think of it, Percy couldn't help but feel that his title of the ‘Son of Poseidon’ of the century seemed weak in comparison.


Percy ducked as a low-hanging branch nearly whacked him across the forehead. 


Rachel wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face into his chest the whole run.


He couldn't help but notice some dryads and nymphs that inhabited the forest peeking around from bushes and trees. 


None of them messed with him, but he hoped to gods that none of the campers caught wind of this scene.


Finally, he reached the lake and jumped right in. 


Before the air bubbles all ascended, he willed them to make one giant bubble surrounding them both so that Rachel wouldn't suffocate.


Rachel gasped, taking several huge breaths, then reached through the bubble for a cup of water and washed her mouth.


Then, she lunged at Percy into a tight embrace.


"Hey, whoa!" Percy hugged Rachel around the waist as well. 


He noticed that she was trembling violently, and not long after, he also realized that Rachel was silently sobbing against his shoulder.


"I-I had no c-control over my b-body," Rachel whispered between hiccups, "I-It was horrible; like I was buried alive underground—"


Percy pats her on the back, trying not to dwell too much on the fact that Rachel was still bare skin and her breasts were mushed into his chest in the hug.


"It's fine," he muttered in his best soothing voice. "I got rid of…whatever that was. Turns out Celestial Bronze works well on exorcism better than a holy cross."


Rachel let out a wet chuckle and slightly pulled back, just enough to look up at her holder.


"…What if it happens again?" Rachel said, "What if that thing, whatever it was, come back and…." She gulped, trembling with fear just from the idea.


Percy was stumped as well. 


He couldn't be 100% sure what, or whoever bedeviled Rachel's body won't return a second time. If that's the case, there is no telling what kind of atrocities it may cause on the second try.


"Perhaps I can stay in your cave?" He suggested.


Rachel closed her eyes for a moment. Percy had the odd feeling that she wanted to say “Yes,” but something held her back.


"…I know you can't, Percy." Rachel murmured, pushing him away, "You have other friends and people to care for."


"You're also one of my friends," Percy reminded her. 


Rachel closed her eyes again, and this time, a tear trickled down her face. The teardrop itself had been etched before the conversation, but that reminded Percy of their last conversation together.


"I just, I couldn't help but think, if Blackjack was 10 seconds late, would you and I…."


"Rachel," He called and tried to reach out, but Rachel moved away from his touch.


The red-haired girl looked down at her toes, internally cursing herself that she just had to be naked for this moment, but she went with it nonetheless.


"Percy, I know that your book can put people into a trance." She said.


Percy flinched. How did she know that? Was it one of her Oracle powers again?


Rachel smiled softly, "Thanks to the Oracle, even when I go unconscious or get tranced, I can still acknowledge what happens around me."


It didn't take a long time for Percy to catch on to what she was referring to.


"You mean…you saw Annabeth and me last night?"


"Yes," Rachel nodded. "I've seen how you've…taken her and claimed her as yours. And…"


She placed the tip of her fingers together and tapped them nervously. A blush rose around her cheeks as she reminisced on what she was about to suggest.


Percy found the action quite charming and cute—which was a set of emotions he didn't use to feel around Rachel Elizabeth Dare, as she didn't want to be looked at as a cute, shy lady herself.


"I was wondering, as we can't have you be with me in the cave the whole time, maybe I can stay at your cabin, and in that case…well…."


Rachel's fidgeting became more intense as she struggled to find a way to express that she wanted to be taken just like Annabeth without looking too lustful or cheap.


However, she was surprised by a pair of arms suddenly pulling her into a hug. 


Rachel looked up to see Percy grinning down at her, gripping her tightly with his arms, and her heart rate suddenly rocketed up.


Was Percy Jackson always this tall?
How did his arm get this strong?
Since when could he smile like that?


She realized that, even though it had been a few months since the beach at Prius where they broke apart, Percy Jackson had matured much more than she had thought—certainly a lot more from the awkward 14-year-old teenager she ran into at Hoover Dam.


"In that case, you can be my, ah, ‘partner’ so to say. If that's what you want." Percy said.


"Great," Rachel squeaked, "I'll, uh, I'll go get packed, then—"


Her sentence was cut short by a sharp gasp when Rachel felt a pair of hands firmly grasp her lower cheeks.


Rachel's breath quickly became raspy and heated as Percy continued groping the thick rounds of flesh between his fingers.


He let Rachel lean on his shoulder as she moaned softly with each kneading.


"You remember your lessons, Dare?" He whispered close to her ear. 


Rachel moaned, recalling the last time they'd met; and how she got utterly dominated by Percy's skill.


When Rachel didn't answer, Percy gave one of their cheeks a slight slap, making her squeal.


 "Well?" He demanded.


"Y-yes…!" Rachel moaned.


Percy gripped the ass cheeks and spread them apart hard. Rachel yelped and jerked her head up; a gush of juice trickled down her inner thighs.


"Yes, what?" Percy growled.


Rachel whimpered, "Yes, master…."


Percy grinned. He let go of Rachel's ass and grabbed her arms instead. He spun her around and guided them both to the bottom of the lake.


During the slow descent, Rachel itched to touch herself. Even though all she got was a few minutes of groping on the behind, she was already at the edge of her toes.


Percy reinforced his grip on Rachel's arms, denying her the burning lustful passion inside.


When they reached the bottom, Percy laid Rachel over a smooth bolder where she could lean comfortably.


"Hands behind your back," He ordered.


Rachel wanted to protest, but her body was already following the commands. She shuddered when she felt a leather cuff lock her hands together.


Percy ran his palms up and down Rachel until he, again, reached the asscheeks.


"Hold your breath," He said. 


Rachel did as told, and to her shock—and slight panic, the air bubble started to condense. 


She winced as the lake's cool water touched her skin from head to toe. Thankfully, there was a ring of air bubbles left around her eyes, enabling her to see what was happening.


Percy rubbed the luscious ass again. He recalled how Rachel wasn't a fan of getting spanked, so he was trying something new for her.


He raised his hand in the water and, using his hydrokinetic powers, smacked down on the bubbly flesh with enhanced speed.


The sound of the smack was dulled due to the air, but the impact carried across the lake. Rachel gasped, unable to hold her breath as the semi-silent shockwave coursed over her back.


Percy quickly made a bubble surrounding her head so she won't suffocate. Now fully able to breathe, Rachel looked back at Percy with a frown and mouthed, “Idiot…”.


Percy answered with another hard slap on the cheek, earning another gasp from the red-haired Oracle. 


Under the water, he could see the cheeks rippling in more detail, not to mention that the slap itself was more powerful due to the control he had over the environment. It made the experience much more entertaining, in his opinion.


Percy helped himself with several more spankings, to the point where both ass cheeks of Rachel were as red as her hair.


He brought down his hand once again, this time swatting both flanks at the same time. Rachel suddenly thrust her head back with her mouth wide open before fizzling out over the rock.


Even without the sound clues, Percy could tell she had just reached an orgasm. He decided that this would be an excellent time to move on.


He tapped Rachel on the back to get her attention, but all she did was quiver a little, yet to recover from her climax.


With a smirk, Percy lugged the contemporarily knocked-out beauty on his shoulder and swam to the surface. 


Gladly, no one was nearby to see Percy Jackson emerge from the lake with the Oracle naked on his shoulder. Then again, they were in the deeper parts of the lake.


Rachel lurched and whimpered as the cold air stung her raw butt. Percy slipped a finger between her thighs and rubbed her clit while trudging through the trees, enjoying the soft moans and squeals along the way.


After a few minutes, he stopped in front of one tree he found suitable enough. He put Rachel down and took a moment to look over her.


Rachel was slightly hunched as she stood, thanks to the cold temperature and the fact that she was aroused again due to Percy's finger slipping in and out of her.


Her usually curly red hair was straightened from submerged and stuck to her skin. Beads of water trickled down her boobs to her thick racks, but Percy also noticed a different trickle flowing from her inner thighs.


When Rachel realized where Percy was staring, she blushed and rubbed her thighs together.


"Turn around and present yourself," Percy said.


Rachel followed the command. She whipped around and leaned against the tree trunk. 


She vaguely noted that it was a Juniper tree, but the small trivia didn't last long as her master approached her and ran his finger up her spine to grab the back of her head.


She nearly reached another climax from the touch. 


Rachel shuddered like a branch in a gust of wind as her head was forced to look forward, sounds of small metal tinkering and dead leaves rustling being the only clues for the upcoming event.


Then, she felt it land on her skin.


"Ah!" Rachel gasped as the long, strong cock she'd been waiting for rubbed against her sensitive ass. 


Percy licked his lips as Rachel instinctively shook her ass from side to side, silently begging him to fuck her to the moon.


Percy was happy to oblige; he already had unfished business within after Drew, so he was too eager to play around with Rachel as much.


He grabbed Rachel's waist and pushed forward. The wet slit opened easily as Rachel let out a long, hearted moan for the whole forest to hear.


"Oh! Oh, my gossh…!"


The moan only got stronger and louder as Percy went in deeper, Rachel's back arcing as the meat rod went deeper than she'd estimated.


When he was root deep, Percy paused for a moment. Rachel was gasping for air, looking diagonally up into the skies as she tried to adjust herself.


"You good?" Percy asked. 


Rachel nodded, too winded to speak. She moaned as her master slowly pulled out.


Then, Percy grabbed a fistful of her wet hair and forced her head back further, producing another yelp from Rachel.


She looked up with a mixture of fear and arousal, a blend Percy found very suitable for his taste, and leaned into her ear.


"Let's change that, shall we?"


Without waiting for a response, Percy drove back into her, full force.


Rachel's eyes glazed over as she let out her loudest moan yet, certainly alerting at least a few dryads of what they were up to, but neither of them cared.


Percy yanked on Rachel's hair even further, forcing her almost to look back, and clamped his other hand over her screaming mouth.


That made Rachel howl even louder, but the sound was significantly muffled—sending another layer of arousal down her back.


A mixture of cum and love juice splashed down her inner thighs as Rachel hit a climax every few thrusts.


Her mind was a foggy mess of happiness and estrus, her throat let a non-stop moan flow through, and her tongue lulled out of her lips and drooled over her master's hand like a typical puppy.


Percy gritted his teeth as he pounded on his favorite red-haired girl. 


Every time he smashed forward, he could feel the soft round flesh of her thighs and ass press against his legs. 


Every time he pulled back, he could feel the tight clamps of a pussy cling to his cock, trying to deprive it of leaving.


Eventually, he let go of Rachel's mouth, and her screams and beggings to continue fucking her rang across the woods. 


Rachel's hands slipped down the tree trunk as she barely clung to her consciousness, but that didn't mean Percy would cut her any slack.


On the contrary, he sped up the pace, nearly slamming Rachel's head into the tree with every thrust.


Percy growled as the wet walls around his cock tightened more profoundly than before. A familiar shiver traveled down his spine.


The couple cried simultaneously as they both reached their climax. 


Rachel's eyes rolled up for a last time and fell forwards, only avoiding face-planting on the forest floor by Percy scooping her around the waist.


"Rachel," Percy called, gently tapping her shoulder, but Rachel couldn't answer. She only managed a small whimper as white cum dribbled between her legs.


Percy sighed; What was he supposed to do now?


He can't drag Rachel all the way to his Cabin without someone spotting them, but he wasn't thrilled about returning to the Oracle's cave after what happened there.


Then, an idea came to him.


[Line Break]


Percy sneaked into his cabin and was greeted by Drew, still in the exact same situation he had left her in.


He watched the daughter of Aphrodite moan and twitch in her spot, entirely out of commission, thanks to the never-ending wave of euphoria.


Then, Percy unzipped the suitcase he had dragged next to him all the from the forest. 


Inside, the still unconscious Rachel was tied up nicely in a long ribbon with colors matching her hair.


He picked her up and put her next to Drew.


Now he had two girls on his bed, tied up and gagged; he couldn't help but acknowledge that he was into this kind of stuff.


Still, he wasn't going to let himself go overboard.


Percy removed the restraints and sex toys that tormented Drew. He wasn't surprised to see that under the blindfold, her multi-colored eyes were crossed and out of focus.


Still, as a daughter of the love goddess, Drew recovered incredibly quickly and tried to pick herself up from the bed.


"How was it?" Percy asked as he helped her sit up.


"Intense," Drew said, smiling, "I loved it." 


Her eyes naturally fell on Rachel lying beside her on the bedsheets, which desperately needed an exchange.


One look between her thighs and Drew could tell that her master had some fun with her. 


"Hey, isn't this the Oracle? I thought they were supposed to be maiden," she asked.


Percy shrugged, "Feel free to ask her if you want to. I still have Katie to check on."


Drew giggled and blew a kiss, spreading her legs apart to show off her bruised pussy.


"Don't forget; I'll always be ready for you, master."


"That'll be a hard thing to forget," Percy said as he left the Cabin, albeit Drew was very tempting, "But take some rest for now."


Drew pouted as her master left without too much hesitation. Now, what was she supposed to do? Clean herself and wait?


Then, Rachel let out a small grunt as she woke up. Drew watched as the red-haired girl struggled in her restraints, shaking her hips and breast from side to side.


Rachel glanced at Drew and silently indicated she could lend her a hand. And lend a hand she did, except Drew opted to grope on one of her breasts.


Rachel squealed in surprise and a jolt of pleasure. She gasped out as Drew dragged her onto her lap and pulled the wad of ribbon away from her mouth.


"Do you really want me to just let you go, Ms. Oracle?" She whispered, "Or maybe we can try something I thoroughly enjoy…."


She grabbed one of the dildos that had played her for an hour or two and pressed it between Rachel's legs, and turned the vibration on.


Drew giggled as Rachel squeaked, a sudden jolt of pleasure rocketing up her back. She leaned back into Drew's chest, which was surprisingly soft.


"Yeah, I guess I would've seen this coming up sooner or later." Rachel panted, "Try your worst, Drew Tanaka."


"That's a poor choice of words," Drew retorted.


And a few minutes later, behind the spells that sealed Cabin 3, two sweat voices cried out together; both of them begging each other for more.
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[3rd Person]


Katie couldn't get out of bed this morning. She had an odd dream that bothered her too much. 


To be fair, a peculiar dream wasn't out of the norm for demigods, but her dream this time wasn't anything dangerous or sinister. If anything, it made the counselor of Cabin 4 quite embarrassed.


In her dream, she had left her cabin just before midnight. She had headed toward Cabin 6 and was joined by Rachel Elizabeth Dare and Drew.


Drew glanced in her direction and muttered, “I'm sorry for everything,” which, now that she thought back, confused her the most. Why would Drew apologize to her for anything in her dream? 


But that's beside the point; the three entered Cabin 6 and found Percy and Annabeth on the same bed.


Drew let out a whimpering moan, but Annabeth's howlings effortlessly drowned it out as Percy pounded on her ruthlessly.


Neither of the couples seemed even to realize they had company as they hammered on each other.


Kaite stayed silent most of the time, but as the sex got fiercer and fiercer, she couldn't help but get aroused.


Her hands went up and down her stomach, one cupping the left side of her breasts and the other pulling aside her nightgown and dipping into her pistil.


And that was when she woke up—7:30 in the morning.


Katie had stayed in bed the entire time, panting slightly. She would've said it was because the dream was so confusing, but in reality, she was busy with her body.


In a reflection on her dream self, Kaite grabbed her breast in one hand, squeezing the plump mound of flesh while her other hand pulled aside her underwear and rubbed over her already-soaked entrance.


Kaite moaned softly, squirming under the blanket. However, even as she tweaked her clit and whimpered, she was far from fully satisfied.


The image of Annabeth getting brutally impaled, and more importantly, her own experience with the current Hero of Olympus, was burned into her brain.


Whenever excitement coursed through her body, her back would arc, and her tongue lulled out of her mouth, licking at thin air for the non-existent cock.


After a few minutes, however, she stopped pleasuring herself with a frustrated grunt. 


No matter what, her little self-indulgent playtime was far from satisfying compared to what Percy Jackson could bring her.


Kaite moaned from reliving the memories again, shivering as she brushed over her clit. Sadly, however, a mere memory was nevertheless far minimal from what she craved.


Katie considered going to Cabin 3 and visiting him. During their last meeting, her “master” emphasized that she should express her feelings, whether through words or actions.


But eventually, Katie decided against it. As hilarious as it may sound, she was concerned that it might shine her as too cheap.


Besides, she had other problems to wrestle with. 


For one, her half-sister and the only year-rounder resident in Cabin 4—Miranda Gardiner—would return home any minute.


It bugged her whenever people mistook them for a sibling. It brought her unnecessary parallels with the Stoll Brothers, the sharpest thorn in her back. 


It didn't help that the two families were neighbors in the mortal world, so the mix-up happened wherever she was.


On the brighter side, it brought Kaite and Miranda closer to each other than regular cabinmates. 


It also helped that they were the only two children of Demeter who were powerful enough to be forced into a year-round stay in the Camp.


Most of Demeter's children weren't too powerful; all they could do was help already existing plants grow over time. 


They were the duo of exceptions that could make a new life sprout from a vacant ground and even control them to several degrees.


Kaite washed her hand and lightly slapped herself with the moist hands, shooing away the last few sleepiness. 


Today was a big day for her and her sister.


They suspected something was lurking beneath the Campground, but the investigation was held back due to the War at Manhatten and the following fatigue.


Miranda, who suffered more from the war than she did, resigned to return home and keep some distance from everything that happened during the summer.


Kaite might have explored the mystery herself, but then she was…“distracted” by Drew's devilish antics.


The daughter of Aphrodite found her masturbating while using overgrown plants under her control, which led to a cascade of events that she couldn't imagine in her wildest dream.


Kaite blushed as she recalled that can of worms. 


To this date, she had no idea why she decided to strip in the middle of the strawberry fields and play with herself. 


It was as if something had put her in a trance, a very erotic one at that.


Katie came out of the bathroom and glanced at the wooden clock. It was nearing lunch, which was a surprise; how much time did she waste fingering herself?


But she was also confused because Miranda should be here by now. Her sister was hardly ever late…


Knock-Knock!


Katie jumped in her place as someone knocked on her door. 


"Yes? Who is it?" she called. It couldn't be Miranda. She wouldn't have any reason to knock on the Cabin door.


And indeed, it was not Miranda. Instead, it was someone that made her practically pounce on the door and open it immediately.


"It's Percy Jac—whoa." 


Percy stepped back when the door swung open enthusiastically. 


A glance at the girl behind the door was all he needed to dissect that she was sexually frustrated. These things became easier and easier for him to take note of as time passed.


"Ah, Percy," Katie greeted with a smile, slightly shivering from excitement. 


Her heart thumped inside her chest as she unknowingly glanced up and down her master. 


"What brings you here?"


"Just checking in to see if you're doing fine after our last meeting," He answered. 


Kaite barely hid her moan, which Percy didn't miss.


"Mind if I come in?" Percy asked.


"My pleasure," Kaite said and stepped aside from the entrance. 


As he passed by, Kaite caught a waft of musky scent from him. 


'He must have had his fun with other girls already,' she guessed correctly. 


The thought made her more aroused and slightly jealous. 'If the others had their fun time, why shouldn't I?'


But Kaite quickly shook away the idea. She didn't even know if Percy was in the mood. Besides, she would prefer much more if…well, if Percy was more forceful.


"Where do I sit?" Percy asked, looking around. 


He had never had a chance to look inside Cabin 4 before, and even though it was a cozy place, the floorless design concerned him.


Literally, the Cabin had bare ground as the floor, and considering his experience with Rachel, being exposed to soil didn't feel so safe.


"You can sit here," Unaware of Percy's worry, Kaite led him to one of the beds. It just happened to be her's, and Kaite made her way to the shelves.


Percy couldn't help but eye Katie's backside as they swayed from left to right. 


She was still in her light green nightdress, which didn't conceal much of her bodyline. It also didn't help that Kaite was yet to take a shower. Thus, she was still slightly sweaty after her self-recreation act, and the gown stuck to her skin.


Kaite noticed Percy staring at her body as well. She shivered from excitement and gathered some confidence as well—if her master was interested in her body, then why not push it further?


"Would you care for some tea? Perhaps some brownies?" Kaite called over her shoulder.


As she reached for the shelves, she made sure to lean over the sink and present the best possible view of her ass.


After a lengthy aimless rummage in the lower shelves, Kaite straightened her back and reached over her head to a place clearly out of her reach.


Soon, she heard the mattress creak, followed by soft footsteps coming closer. 


Her toes curled up in excitement and anticipation, but Kaite held herself in place until the sound stopped right behind her.


"Need some help?"


Katie spun around to find Percy half an inch away from her. She registered his height up close, and her eyes had difficulty prying away from staring at his apt physiques.


"Yes," Katie gasped, "that would be lovely."


Percy reached upwards with his left hand, but before he was halfway there, Kaite's hand gently grasped his arm.


"Not there," she whispered, "I need help here."


The son of Poseidon raised his eyebrow as Kaite slowly but surely, led his hand down until it was over her plump breast.


Katie waited with bated breath for Percy to do something. For a horrifying second, he didn't react.


Did she go too far? Was he taken aback by the sudden act, or even worse—revolted by her impudence?


In reality, Percy was only taken aback that Kaite made a move first. He always thought of her as the “shy girl” of his small harem. Nonetheless, the willingness of his partner was something he never let down.


That didn't mean he was going to jump on her immediately.


"Here?" Percy asked with fake ignorance, rubbing the soft mound. Soon, his other hand joined the fun by taking the other side of the chest.


Kaite sighed in ecstasy as rough hands toyed with her boobs, rubbing and slapping lightly. She winced from a particularly strong squeeze, and her dress strap slipped off her shoulders.


The green dress slid down her torso all the way down to her stomach, only stopping around her hip—thanks to her plump ass.


Percy grinned as he observed the naked upper body of Kaite, who blushed from the sea-green eyes studying her so intently and covering her boobs. 


But not only was it too big to hide completely, (That's odd, Kaite thought. Were they always this big?) When her arms brushed against the groped skin, a jolt of pleasure shot up her body, making her squeak and shudder.


"If you're uncomfortable, I think I'll stop," Percy said.


"N-no," Kaite squeaked; then she saw Percy grinning and realized it was a feint. 


"…Jerk," She muttered. Still, she let her arms fall and expose her tanned mounds.


In response, Percy reached out and grabbed her breasts; only this time, his thumb flicked over the erect nipples and pinched them.


Kaite whimpered, and her knees buckled as Percy flirted with her tweets.  Love juice dribbled down her inner thighs as breathy moans escaped her lips.


Percy caught her before she fell over and rested Kaite's chin on his shoulder. He slipped his other hand under her skirt and rubbed the middle finger along the wet slit.


"Ooooh…" Kaite shuddered and moaned in his ear. 


Percy couldn't tell if it was intentional or not, but that made his jeans much more uncomfortable to wear.


"Now, Kaite, I'm not just here to have fun with you," Percy said. He added another finger to frolic over her moist lower lips. "This'll define our relationship that you were so confused about."


Kaite whimpered as Percy's fingers rubbed around the edge of her asshole. It made him wonder if she heard what he said. He slapped her ass to direct her attention.


With a yelp, Kaite turned her eyes onto Percy.


"Relationship," Kaite repeated, still breathing heavily. "What do you mean by that?"


More than half of her mind desperately needed more sexual pleasures, but she swallowed that feeling—for now.


"Well, there are four girls, including you, who are in a…contract," He decided on a whim to call it a contract. He was quite satisfied with himself for coming up with the suitable word, "And up until now, all three were thrilled on getting dominated."


He pressed the two fingers that tormented Kaite on her lips. Kaite panted as the fingers laced her lips with her love juice.


"What would you prefer? Soft or hard?"


Kaite licked her nectar off her lips and grinned. For the first time, Percy saw a mischievous glint in the emerald eyes of Kaite Gardner.


"Why don't you choke the answer out of me?" She whispered a challenge.


Percy raised his eyebrow, albeit with a grin. He still remembered what Kaite's kink was.


"If that's how we're playing…."


His voice trailed off until, without any warning, Percy wrapped his arms around Kaite's waist and picked her up over his shoulder.


Kaite yelped but then giggled as she was carried like a log. The giggle continued when she was thrust onto the bed, finally subsiding when Percy removed his lower body clothes and got on the bed.


Kaite's joyful giggle was replaced by hefty breathing as her eyes latched onto the cock casting a shadow over her head. 


It was undoubtedly longer than her whole face, and merely thinking about it stuffing her throat made Kaite moan in longing.


She almost forgot what she'd set up a second ago and reached for the erection, but Percy pushed her hands away.


"I have to choke the answer out, right?" He asked, looking down.


Kaite shivered as the sea-green eyes stared at her from above. The shadow cast on his upside-down face would have made him look intimidating—if it hadn't made her more agitated than ever.


She groaned as the hands that palmed her breasts closed around her throat. It didn't fasten around just yet. Instead, they pulled her closer to the cock inch by inch.


Kaite opened her mouth as the crown of the erection lined up to her lips. Her back arched back in anticipation until the moment she yearned for hit.


Percy grunted as the scream vibrated his cock and fastened his grip around the neck. The throat muscles contracting around his rod felt incredibly good.


Meanwhile, A small orgasm shocked through Kaite's mechanism, making her moan and her body shudder uncontrollably.


After a few seconds of muffled chokings, Percy pulled back. He looked down at the coughing and spluttering girl. 


Her face was tainted with the mixed fluid of her saliva and his precum. Her mouth was agape, and the busty chests rose and fell rapidly as she gasped for breath.


And most importantly, strings of moans and whimpers passed through the gasps as Kaite vigorously fingered herself, not caring how indecent she looked.


She made a whining sound like a dog begging for a walk, humping the air with her hips as she pleasured herself, yearning for the fat cock of her dreams to dominate and suffocate her.


Percy grinned, "Don't push too hard, Kate's. You might be asking for more than you can chew."


Kaite huffed. Her hands fell to both sides, and she muttered, "Coward," which got the exact reaction she had hoped.


The smile subsided. The grip around her neck fastened, throttling her breath. She looked up, slightly concerned that Percy might've taken the insult too seriously.


But when she saw the playful glint in the sea-green eyes, she knew he was playing along; more for his joy or hers, she wasn't sure.


"I think I got my answer already," He said with a sly grin, "Now I'm going to make you cry it out."


Kaite returned the grin and mouthed “Bet” with her lips. 


Though it was harder than it had any right to be, Kaite sealed her mouth against the approaching erection.


Percy wasn't derailed by the feeble resistance, of course. He simply pinched her nose shut and waited. In less than a minute, Kaite gasped, her mouth wide open, giving him the opportunity to slip a few inches inside her warm lips.


Despite the defiance moments before, as soon as the cock entered her mouth, Kaite's instinct compelled her to suck on the meat rod like a delicious lollipop. 


Her tongue coiled around the tip as though it was a grape vine growing around its supporting stick in an attempt to milk out the thick, girthy seed.


Percy grunted in approval of Kaite's work. But he had already made a claim, and he planned to adhere to it no matter what.


His hands regrasped around her throat, making her choke in the middle of her suctioning work.


Percy briefly paused to readjust his position; he sat up on both his knees and pulled Kaite closer so that he was angling down on her throat.


He plunged without a second of hesitation. And this time, Percy didn't bother giving his lively masturbator the time to adjust. 


As soon as the muffled yelp was heard, he pushed down on the neck he was choking and started ramming down briskly.


Kaite had trouble keeping her consciousness as her face was brutally fucked over and over. 


The throttle around her neck ensured she couldn't properly breathe, much less scream or moan—which was more than she could've ever hoped for.


Her back arched up every time Percy would smash down. Her pussy spasmed out over and over again, sending her already lust-riddled brain into a primitive frenzy.


Despite the constant abuse to her throat, Kaite cried out as her fifth orgasm hit. Percy grunted at the muffled yell and picked up the pace even more.


Kaite's eyes rolled up, the edge of her lips hanging up, doused in euphoria as she lost control of the situation. 


All she could do was suck on the cock as it shoved itself in and out of her upper cunt, until she felt the moment arrive. The already thick cock seemed to thicken. The fast pumping halted for a moment…


With the final thrust, Percy released his cum straight down Kaite's gullet. They both yelled loudly, reaching their climax at the same time.


Percy held the position for a few seconds, letting the firey excitement calm itself. He could feel Kaite's throat trembling under his grip. 


After his legs got back in control, he pulled back his still-strong erection and looked at the coughing, spluttering mess that was Kaite Gardner.


Her tanned skin was covered with sweat. The plump breasts rose and fell rapidly as she gasped for breath. Her legs wobbled weakly in the air as her hands rubbed over the broken dam at her crotch.


But nothing compared to her botched-up face.


Her hair, which used to be tied in a neat ponytail, had several strands poking out as if someone had ruffled it badly.


Her emerald eyes were out of focus and were poking up into her forehead, which meant it looked like she was staring at the wet bedsheet.


And finally, most of her face was covered with saliva and thick, white cum pouring down her mouth. Even as Percy stared in awe, several more foams dribbled down from Kaite's lips, shaped in a dumb, satisfied grin.


He waited until Kaite's breath caught up, which was much longer than expected. In hindsight, he was surprised that Kaite didn't suffocate.


"So," He leaned over the dumbstruck Kaite Gardner, "Ready to spill the beans?"


He realized that Kaite had a firm handmark around her neck, and she was tracing her fingers over it as if it was a necklace made out of a diamond.


A moan escaped from Kaite's bruised lips as Percy's cock loomed over her sight once more. 


She wanted nothing more than to take it in her mouth again, but she fixated on the sea-green eyes looking down at her.


"Are you suggesting…" Kaite's voice was hoarse beyond belief. She cleared her throat and continued with a better vocal, "Are you suggesting that was the best shot you had?"


"Oh?" 


Percy raised his eyebrow at the challenge. His yet-to-be-satisfied cock throbbed when Kaite blew a mocking kiss to him. 


"If you want more…" Percy reached down for the pile of clothes under the bed. He pulled his belt out and wrapped it around Kaite's neck, drawing a gasp from her.


"…I'll be more than happy to provide."


Percy fastened his belt so that it squeezed around her neck just enough to inconvenience her breathing. 


Then, he yanked her up into a sitting position by the belt. Her body was too weak to move on its own, anyway.


Kaite grunted and moaned from the rough treatment, which continued by dragging her across the bedsheets to the edge of the furniture, where Percy found a small hook dangling at the top.


He guessed it was used to dangle leftover laundry on a daily circumstance. But right now, it was going to hang his cumbersome chick.


"Ah," Kaite weakly moaned when the belt was hung on the laundry hook. 


Percy tore off her dress and underwear, smirking when he saw her pussy leak more juice. He yanked Kaite's hands to her back and tied them up with the soaked underwear.


"There," He said, stepping back to admire his work, "How do you feel, Gardner?"


The height of the hook was high enough that she had to rise to a kneeling position with her tainted face gazing at the entrance.


If Miranda walked in now, she'd undoubtedly spot the utter mess her older sister was. The thought sent a chilling shiver down Kaite's spine, making her moan again.


Percy's grin widened, "I suppose you like it. And now, as for my claim…"


A whimper escaped from Kaite when she felt his hands rub over her ass cheeks. 


"…this is your last chance to admit your loss, " He said.


Kaite looked back, which was harder thanks to the belt tied around her neck, and she said, "Try me."


Percy shrugged. He gave her enough chances. Now was the time to deliver what she asked for.


He forced her to look forward at the entrance and rubbed over the asscheek with one hand. 


He counted for three Mississippi in his mind before putting his hand far back and bringing it down hard.


Smack!


"Ahh!" Kaite cried, displaying her flexibility by arching her back like a bow.


However, that was far from enough to stop her punishment.


Another swing, this time aimed at her left bosom.


Smack!


"Agh!" 


Kaite's voice cracked at the end as she reached her seventh squirting in a day. Percy watched her pussy drool more love juice, then yanked her ponytail backward.


It made Kaite groan once more, the belt digging into her throat as her head was thrust back. But it wasn't enough to make eye contact, so Percy gripped her throat and pulled her head back.


He stared down at the upside-down emerald eyes, which were hazy and unfocused. 


Kaite's lips mumbled, trying to say something, but he clamped a hand over it. When he removed the hand, there was a green ball gag over her sore lips.


"What, surprised?" Percy smirked when Kaite let out a muffled yelp. 


He tugged harder on her ponytail, making her whimper as he said in a low voice into her ear, "I told you; that was your last chance. Besides, I told you I'd make you cry out the answer, didn't I?"


Kaite moaned. Percy threw her head back to its place. He groped the tanned ass, which was already slightly reddened from one slap each.


He lightly tapped on the cheeks for a few seconds before suddenly smacking them hard.


"Mmfph!" 


From then on, Percy relentlessly spanked without any breathing room. Kaite rocked back and forth, screaming and moaning from the slaps.


"What's the matter?" Percy asked, swinging another good blow.


Kaite howled into her gag as she thrust her head back, choking herself against the belt. The tanned skin of Kaite's ass now had a lustrous red tinge on it, shaped in various handmarks.


Tears welled in her eyes and fell down her face, but he either didn't notice or didn't care.


"I already told you what to do!" Percy shouted with another smack. 


Kaite screamed particularly loudly this time, and her pussy gushed out on a big orgasm.


The son of Poseidon smirked and switched targets. He went up close on Kaite's back and grasped her breasts. 


This time, he pulled no punches. He pulled and smacked them for all their worth, watching with glee as the two milk jugs shook under his touch as Kaite moaned louder.


When he had his fun with the boobs, Percy fastened his grip around the flesh. He took the rock-hard nipples between his thumb and forefinger and pinched hard.


Kaite threw her head into Percy's chest, nearly knocking into his chin as she cried loudly, reaching yet another orgasm.


That only goaded Percy to lean on this newfound weakness. He twitched and pulled on them, enjoying how Kaite writhed and cried under her touch as he drove her nuts.


It was then that Kaite felt something snap inside her. She yelled out with a sore throat, but instead of the animalistic howls and wails, it was a coordinated sentence.


Percy caught the difference, too, and quickly removed the gag from her mouth. 


"What was that again?" He asked.


Kaite didn't answer, gasping and moaning in the split second of peace she was granted. When she didn't answer, however, Percy's hands jumped right back onto her boobs and pulled her teats.


Kaite howled again, shuddering from an orgasm, before turning to face her captive. She took a deep breath, and with her face soaked with sweat, tears, and cum, she shouted.


"I'll become your sex slave! I'll bend to whatever you wish for! So please…" 


Then, her lips curled into a smile. The emerald eyes riddled with lust, the new slave whispered, 


"…make me more of a mess."


Percy smirked as the Book of Κύριος flipped open from the floor. He didn't have to check to know that Katie Gardner was now registered as his slave among Annabeth and Drew.


Kaite waited with bated breath as her new master roamed his hand over her body. Now that she had become enslaved, a simple touch sent her senses ablaze, and she moaned and twitched in her spot.


Percy slapped her ass and grunted, "Stay still for a moment."


Kaite felt her body stop moving instantly, which was another exhilarating experience. She was surprised at how much she was enjoying the situation.


Meanwhile, Percy spread the red, swollen asscheeks apart to examine the gaping holes. 


Both of them were soaking wet, so he guessed that he wouldn't have any trouble fitting in. He brushed his thumb over the trembling pussylips to circle the anal, then asked the moaning girl over her shoulder.


"Where do you want it first?"


Still trembling, Kaite looked back, "I didn't think I would have a choice in the matter."


"It is a ‘sooner or later’ question, I suppose," Percy admitted with a shrug, "But I don't want to be a complete asshole."


Kaite let out a shaky laugh, "This coming from a guy who tied up a girl and spanked her until she admitted to becoming his sex slave?"


Percy pulled a face and spanked her, making her moan again. 


"Wherever you want, master," Kaite whispered, shaking her ass the best she could with her weak legs. "I'll be happy to serve you with whichever—"


Her scream cut her sentence when Percy rammed into her asshole in the middle. 


Kaite's eyes bulged out, and her mouth gaped mid-air in a silent scream. It quickly became an audible scream when Percy pounded her without mercy.


The belt around Kaite's neck rattled, seizing the brunette's throat as she gasped for air. 


The off-centered emerald eyes were glimpsing flashing lightbulbs of stars. Her tongue fell from her lips, shaped in a dumb grin as constant moans and cries rang across the cabin wall.


Kaite didn't care anymore if someone might enter the Cabin at any moment. 


All she could think about was the fat cock plowing her inside. She lavishly relished every thrust, every spank on her ass, and every violent tug on her ponytail.


"Oh, yes!!!" Kaite cried out as she reached her highest dam-break yet. 


It was so great that she felt herself getting light-headed, though that might be due to the lack of oxygen. 


Her sudden lack of body strength was noticed by Percy as well. Riled up in lust, Percy unhooked the belt from the upper bed and pushed Kaite's head down.


Kaite groaned, too tired from her last orgasm to cry loudly as her master delved into the final pounding round. 


Kaite's face rocked back and forth against the earth, smearing her already-smudged face with soil, and her whole body was used as a fuck-toy to Perseus Jackson.


Not long after, she felt Percy halt for a moment, and with a final thrust deep into her ass, he released a hose of semen into her.


Percy sighed, very satisfied as Kaite shuddered under his grip, mumbling nonsensical words.


He slowly pulled out his cock and let her go. The limp body of Kaite Gardner slumped on the edge of the bed as cum dribbled down from her anal.


Kaite moaned and fumbled with her tied hands. Percy soon realized that she was trying to block her gaping hole. He grinned and lightly slapped her red asscheek.


"You want to keep them inside you?"


Kaite nodded. 


Percy smirked, "Very well then," and summoned an anal plug with a green emerald for decoration. 


He squeezed the plug into Kaite's asshole, thereby blocking the several streams of cum that were trickling down her thigh and butt.


"Well then, pick yourself up," Percy said with another slap to Kaite's ass. He was seriously getting addicted to the sensation. "We both need a good shower."


[Line Break]


[Percy]


We decided to take a shower together. 


While in the shower, I noticed Kaite rubbing a hand over her lower belly. When I asked why, she smiled sheepishly and muttered, "I can feel your cum sloshing inside…."


Scratch whatever I said earlier; I had to hold myself back pretty hard not to go for a second round in the shower.


Kaite either didn't notice my struggles or didn't care, as she went on to lament all the bruises and marks she obtained during our playtime.


"I think my ass is going to be sore for a week," She pouted, sticking out her behind while rubbing her hands over the swollen skin.


I gripped the double mounds of flesh and pressed my thumb against the anal plug, making her whimper.


"Keep edging me like that, and you won't be walking straight for two weeks." I growled into her ear, "Then, I'll have to drag you all around the camp by your leash." 


Kaite moaned, obviously turned on by the imagery, but she didn't provoke me further for the rest of the shower.


After we got into fresh clothes(Kaite could wear a bra only, thanks to the butt plug), the counselor of Cabin 4 glanced at the clock with a concerned expression.


"That's odd," She muttered, "Miranda should've arrived 10 minutes ago."


"Maybe she did come in time and left a message?" I suggested.


Kaite's cheek flared up, but she went to check in the door. I knew my speculation was correct when I heard her yelp.


What I didn't expect was for Kaite to rush back in, not embarrassed but horrified. 


"Miranda is in danger!" She gasped, waving a small note in front of my eyes. "We need to go help her!"


Before I could ask what she meant, Kaite shoved the note into my hand and began to equip herself with various items; a golden sword, several cans of herbicide, and a small plastic container filled with multiple colors of plant seed.


I looked down at the note.


I came at the exact time.
I don't want to bother you, so I'll be at the farm ahead of you.
I hope you're…boyfriend might help us with our job.


Miranda.


"What do you mean Miranda is in danger?" I asked, confused, "Is there something on the farm?"


Even as I said it, I doubted that was true; I've been to the farm more times than I could count, and nothing dangerous was present.


However, Kaite was more urgent than I'd ever seen her since the War. 


"I'll explain to you on our way," She said, "Please, help me find Miranda."


[Line Break]


[3rd Person]


"Mmmph…hnng…"


In a dimly lit dirt cave, Miranda Gardiner groaned faintly. 


Her mouth was filled up by a thick vine that was working its way down her throat. Her arms were tied over her head, and her legs were bound to the floor.


She twisted her body as smaller vines crawled over her skin. The smaller vines tugged on her jeans and t-shirt, ripping them away bit by bit—what used to be lengthy winter attire was currently shorter than average summer clothing.


Nonetheless, the daughter of Demeter glared at her captive, who slithered over the vines and trunks that were all over the cave.


The captive giggled when she saw her glare. She reached out a hand, a green hand with a flower blooming at the back, and stroked Miranda's cheek a few times before…


Slap!


"Mmmph!" Miranda squealed in pain, but that only aided the vine in her mouth to wriggle an inch more inside her.


As the demigod was wretched and tried to cough the vine out to no avail, the Alraune sighed and rested her chin on her hands in a mimic of a blooming flower.


"I don't understand; why don't you let us be together?" She asked innocently. However, her monstrous lips stretched into a grin that was anything but.


"Without that annoying Wine god, I'll take over your entire camp before the day passes, anyway."


The Alraune giggled and waded to Miranda, lying on a thick vine. She traced a green finger over Miranda's exposed thigh and whispered, "Perhaps then, we can have fun together again, just like I did with your sister."


Miranda struggled against her bond, but the feminine monster giggled and swayed away. She could already tell that two more intruders were approaching her terf.


One was her friend, and the other was…


"…My, my." 


The Alraune licked her lips in anticipation.


"The Earth mother is spoiling me with her gifts," she giggled and raised her hand.


From the floor and the walls, several vines shot up and buried through the ceiling of the dirt cave. 


"Bring me the girl first!" The Alraune shouted, "Then, the Hero of Olympus would follow down here on his own.


And I'll  have, so much fun with him."
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[Percy]


"What do you mean there's a monster living underground in the Strawberry fields?" I demanded. 


We had a barrier around the Camp's perimeter for a goddamned reason. How could any monster be allowed inside here?


"We didn't know for sure," Kaite retorted, "We couldn't uproot the entire farm without further proof!"


That was a horrible argument, in my opinion, but there was no time for bantering. For all we know, Miranda was already skin and bones.


We reached the edge of the farm. It looked normal from a passing glance, but my demigod senses have thoroughly improved since the War. 


Thick Mist was swirling around the field, hiding whatever was inside, even from most demigods in the camp.


Kaite clasped her hand and muttered a quick prayer for Demeter. The mention of the goddess reminded me of my two dreams about her, but I quickly pushed the thought aside.


It was not the time to linger on those sweet dreams.


Kaite drew her golden sword and herbicide. I extended Riptide from a ballpoint pen. 


After exchanging a nod, we stepped into the Mist-filled Strawberry field.


[Line Break]


Things went wrong almost immediately.


As soon as I entered the farm, the Mist suddenly swirled around in a thick funnel cloud, limiting my view to two feet ahead.


I reached next to me in the hopes of grabbing Kaite's shoulder so that we won't be separated in the Mist.


However, my hand only went through the air. Kaite was nowhere to be found.


"Kaite?" I called, trying to stifle the rapidly increasing sense of dread. No answer.


This was not good.


I stepped back to exit the farm; maybe I could get a better view from the outside. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't escape the foggy field.


I muttered an ancient Greek curse that would've made any pirate proud. I had no choice but to venture forward.


I kept my sense on edge as I waded through the Mist, but it was hard to keep my focus when everywhere I looked, there was only grey Mist circling.


It didn't help that my thoughts kept drifting over to erotic subjects. 


Perhaps it was because lewd situations happened nonstop for most of my past few days. 


Or maybe because Demeter's presence felt so close—it was hard to explain how or why I could tell, but I knew that the goddess was near.


If she really was here, why wasn't she doing anything about her daughters in peril? 


I've only seen the goddess once or twice, but if I could say anything about her, she was very overprotective of her children.
 
Or did that care only stretch out to her immortal daughter, Persephone?


…that reminds me, if all of the male god's thrones were gone, just like in my dream, who would be in charge of the Underworld right now? Was it still Hades, or did he vanish as well?


Before I could delve into the matter deeper, the Mist suddenly opened up into a clearing. 


The sunshine felt too bright after a long walk through the murky Mist for who knows how long, making me squint until my eyes adjusted.


When I opened them, Riptide slipped out of my hand.


The clearing was a paradise. 


Various colors of flowers bloomed all over the place—healthy trees with tasty fruits that small critters took a bite out of. 


The ground wasn't desolated and cold like I'd seen before; the fresh grass invited me to take off my shoes and socks and feel them beneath the soles of my feet.


But above all else, in the middle of paradise, there was a large, King-sized bed made of thick, sturdy-looking vines. And on the bed lay a gorgeous lady wearing a light green see-through nightgown.


The lustrous brown hair rolled off her bare shoulders. Her attire left very little for the imagination—from her smooth tanned skin to her ripe breasts, down her slim waist, and to her rotund ass.


Even though she looked nothing like what I knew, the name came to me automatically.


"Demeter," I murmured in awe.


The woman on the bed smiled, "I'm glad we can skip the introduction, Perseus." 


She patted the bed beside her, "Why don't you join me?"


The offer was so tempting that when I stopped to think, I was already at the edge of the bed.


Demeter giggled, which was like the most pleasant wind bells chiming. The goddess crawled over and helped me remove the shirt over my head.


This is a trap, A part of myself said.


Who cares? The other part argued.


And, ever since the Book of Κύριος appeared, the latter part of my brain had much more control over my decision-making.


"Such a strong body…" Demeter cooed as her soft hands palmed over my chest and stomach, "A fitting body for the Hero of Olympus."


Her hands snaked up my body and wrapped around my neck. Before I could react, Demeter pulled me down onto the bed and kissed me on the lips.


From there, she moved to my jaw and down the neck, leaving a trail of soft kisses behind as if she was worshipping my body.


"I am worshiping your body, Perseus." 


Demeter looked up with her green eyes, arched into a smile as she licked over my abs.


"You have served Olympus well. Now it's time for Olympus to serve you."


This is not normal, The rational part of my brain insisted, Snap out of it!


Shut up! The other part snarled back.


The goddess rubbed over the bulge, very much visible over my jeans and giggled when I let out a soft groan.


She pulled down the jeans, which vanished into thin air as soon as the goddess tossed them over her shoulders, leaving me with nothing but a boxer. 


You've just dropped Riptide, you idiot! My brain screeched.


The other part growled like an angry lion.


Finally, I managed to retain some of my rationality. 


"Demeter…" I stammered as the goddess rubbed the tent over the boxers, "Something is going on in the farm…"


Demeter giggled, "Oh, that? You don't need to worry about it, dear. Miranda was just a bit jealous." 


"Jealous?" I groaned as Demeter slipped off my boxers and started to jerk me off.


"Yes, dear. Jealous." 


With one hand moving up and down my cock, the goddess leaned forward and pressed her lips into mine.


Small vines extracted from Demeter's other hand and wrapped around my wrist. She led my hands to her breasts—I realized that her nightgown had suddenly vanished—and invited me to squeeze on them.


"You see…" The goddess paused to kiss me again, "…Miranda walked into your little affair with Kaite. And it was quite a show too."


Her hand stroked the side of my head, and the vivid imagery of Kaite gasping while being tied up flashed in front of my eyes, making my cock twitch.


Demeter giggled again, "She wanted to have a taste of that exotic action and kick-started this drama. I don't blame her; that's why I'm here as well…"


The goddess licked her lips, her vine-shaped tongue much longer than necessary.


Red flag! Red flag!


Demeter pushed my chest down so I was lying on the bed. She climbed over me into a 69 position and shook her ass tantalizingly.


"But I'm not going to let my daughters grab all the fun," She said, lowering herself.


I grunted when I felt her lips seal around my cock. 


At the same time, the goddess's pussy came down, tempting me to eat her out, but I knew that if that happened, I would never be able to escape this trap.


The Book of Κύριος inside me argued, what was so wrong about that? And the worst part is, a part of myself was still leaning toward that side.


—Demeter was exceptional at her blowjob. The elongated tongue coiled around my cock several times over, and her cheeks went hollow to provide a vacuum.


Soon, I felt myself tumble over the edge and blew my load inside her mouth. I heard the goddess squeal in surprise and gag on my cum as she swallowed all of it.


"C, come on, Perseus…" She gasped and rubbed her ass from side to side. "I want this to be a two-way session."


The slight hesitation in her voice rattled my brain.   This was a trap. I needed to escape it. However, even after fully acknowledging the fact, I couldn't find the strength to push the goddess away.


It's strange how the human mind works; even if you know it's bad for you, you can't just quit that easily.


But then, an idea popped into my head.


I couldn't muscle my way out of the situation. The trap was specifically designed to neutralize the option.


But what if I leaned into the trap and ruined it?


I grabbed the asscheeks. From the above, I heard a faint sigh, and a victorious voice said, "Yes, Perseus. Lick my pussy, and then we'll—"


Whatever the thing was going to say, I cut her off with a nice smack across the flesh. Fake Demeter stumbled forward from the impact, giving me room the wriggle out from under her.


I stood up on my knees as Fake Demeter tried to whip around in anger. But before she could turn, I grabbed her arms, pinned them to her back, and forced the goddess face-down on the bed.


Fake Demeter growled as she glared at me from between her thighs.


"What is the meaning of this, Perseus Jackson?" She snarled but yelped when I spanked her again.


I leaned over her back to whisper directly into her ear, "I don't like getting sat upon, goddess. The sea doesn't like being controlled."


For a moment, the Fake Demeter looked confused. Her eyes darted from left to right as I got a better angle.


"I-I don't understand—"


I cut her off again, only this time, instead of spanking her, I drove my cock straight into her womb.


In hindsight, that was not the safe route I could have taken, but it worked magnificently. 


Fake Demeter howled from the first impalement and went louder when I yanked her breasts to make her sit on her knees.


Sticky juice gushed from her pussy, soaking my cock as it drove in and out. I vaguely noticed it wasn't ordinary love juice but something more sticky, like a tree sap.


Still, it didn't impede me from nailing the fraud goddess inside out.


"Wha-what is this…?!"  The imposter wailed. 


Her body trembled violently as if she was going into shock. Her eyes rolled into her skull, and her tongue flung out of her lip, flinging spit everywhere.


I felt the walls around my cock tighten and knew she was near her climax. I drove in for the last time with all my strength, shaking the entire bed from the effort, and the fake goddess crumbled.


With an ecstatic cry, her pussy spasmed out and sprayed liquid all over her inner thigh and my crotch. 


Her body went limp, and I dropped her back onto the bed; I was ready to continue if she had any energy left, but as I watched her, the scenery started to dissolve.


The garden of paradise melted into a wall of thick vines lined up. The bed shriveled and combusted, dropping us both onto the desolate cold farm ground I knew.


Demeter now had green skin with green hair. She reminded me of a dryad—especially those who didn't like humans and didn't bother trying to look similar to us.


She evened her breath as she tried to lift herself from the ground, but her trembling limbs seemed unable to support her weight.


Before she found the strength to do so, I planted a foot over her back and forced her down on the ground.


I reached for my Riptide—only to realize that I was still in my boxers. The sword itself was a few feet away from where I first dropped it, but the monster took a split hesitation to escape.


She plunged her hands into the cold ground and spread them apart. The ground rumbled, shaking me off her back, and the monster jumped into the crack in the ground.


"Hey!" 


I looked around for my clothes, but I couldn't find them. 


Muttering some more Greek curses, I grabbed Riptide and jumped in the crack before it sealed off.


[Line Break]


The underground was brighter than I expected it to be. 


Flowers were blooming all over the vines that supported the ceiling; they emitted faint greenish lights, illuminating the whole area.


The cave itself wasn't deep either. I looked ahead and saw two girls caught amid vines.


Kaite and Miranda were entangled tightly, but when I approached them, I realized something was wrong.


They were stripped naked and bound on all limbs,  but they did not attempt to escape. 


Their eyes were hazy and clouded as they sucked on the thick vine that blocked their mouths, and love juice was dripping between their legs.


Whatever the case was, I had to set them free. 


I raised Riptide, wary not to accidentally slice one of their skin, but before I could slash, a vine whipped around my arm.


Thankfully, I was quick enough to slice that vine before it disarmed me. 


I whirled around in the spot to find the imposter goddess wading toward me on a vine thicker than a tree trunk.


"You don't have to free them, Perseus Jackson," The monster girl pointed at Kaite and Miranda. 


"Those girls are being pleasured beyond their wildest imagination," then the girl paused, muttering on the lines of or so I thought, and rubbed her legs together, "You know how delicate my hallucinations are."


Truth be told, she was a convincing Demeter. However, obviously, that didn't mean I could let them rot in the cave.


I prepared for a fight—I'd never squared up against a nature spirit before, but I'd seen them in battle during the War.


The nature spirit sighed and, to my surprise, suddenly vanished into the thick vine she had been sitting on.


"There's nothing to gain in fighting me, hero." 


I jumped and turned around. The girl was now standing between Kaite and Miranda. Her hands stroked their cheeks until she grabbed their head and forced them down.


The two Demeter girls choked and gagged on the thick vine, and the girl shivered with a small moan.


"When you come out victorious, these girls would be forcefully yanked out of their fantasies, not like how you broke out on your own terms. It would shatter their mind into pieces," She said. 


I noticed she used ‘When’ instead of ‘We’ as if she assumed she would lose in combat. It wasn't usual that a monster admitted defeat—probably because that meant death.


"They'll either have to break free by themselves, or I'll have to let them go. And trust me; my encounter with you has strengthened their fantasies multiple times."


Miranda and Kaite started to gag on their vine. The girl released their head, and they went back to bobbing up and down the shaft.


I gripped Riptide more tightly, "If you're saying that they can't break free by themselves, it's more the reason to fight you and make you release them."


"Or," The girl took over the sentence, "I can interest you in a fun little wager that would benefit us both."


I held back a scowl, "What are you talking about?"


The girl snapped her fingers, and the vines that held the Demeter girls retracted, letting them drop onto the floor.


However, when they stood up, Kaite and Miranda were still in a trance. The nature spirit giggled, shapeshifted back into Demeter, and palmed each of their breasts.


"These two are far from my limit of demigods I could subjugate, " She tugged on the perky nipples, making the tranced girls moan.


The fake Demeter's lip arched into a smile, "Once I take over the Camp, I can provide you with any girl of your choosing."


"I can already do that," I replied. 


All I had to do was write down someone's name, and they're as good as being my slave. 


When you think about it, it was quite an intimidating power, which was one of the reasons why I deviated from the idea.


Demeter chuckled, "Ah, yes. The Book of Κύριος. Such a blessing my mistress has bestowed on you."


"Mistress?" I echoed, "You're following Aphrodite?"


The Alraune scoffed, "Oh, please. As if that bubbly goddess is an empty shell compared to my empress." 


Her hands slid down from the girl's breasts. They made small moans as two fingers rubbed over their lower entrance.


"My lord-ness is irritated at how you're using the gift, Perseus Jackson. For a Greek hero, you're insufferably ascetic."


"Ascetic?" I asked back. 


That's one of the worst words to explain my past few days; my life was everything but self-discipline and abstention.


The Alraune walked closer. I tried to swing my sword at her neck, but a thick vine shot up from the ground and blocked my strike.


"Oh please," The monster smiled, "You've had the power to conquer anyone, and you have, what, four women under your influence right now?"


I drifted off from the monster's rambling. I had to figure out how to weaken the vines before attacking.


"You can accomplish so much more than ordinary mortals, Perseus. Don't hold yourself back by rules made up by them."


I glanced around the cave, hopefully without making it too obvious. 


The thick vines vigorously sapped the surrounding area, taking nutrition from everywhere around them.


A whiff of breath in my ear shifted my focus to the current situation. 


Kaite was on my left, grinding her crotch against my empty hand. Miranda was at my back, rubbing her surprisingly big breasts as she nibbled on one of my ears. 


And finally, Demeter—the Alraune had her face mere inches away while stroking my cock underneath the boxers.


"You can build your paradise on the world you saved, Hero of Olympus," She whispered. Her emerald eyes sparkled as if trying to hypnotize me.


"You can claim whoever you want as yours. Any grandiose female will come to kneel in front of you. Think about that."


I felt a tug in my stomach. For once, it wasn't my overwhelming lust, but instead, it was the wave of seawater sloshing about a yard or two away.


If only I could drag them here, the vines would sap up the salty fluid and hopefully wither away. 


Unfortunately, it wasn't easy to focus solely on the sea when three supremely attractive girls were rubbing over me.


Kaite and Miranda grabbed each side of my shoulders and led me to lie on the ground. I tried to resist, but my arms were enveloped by their robust body.


They breathed heated moans into my ears and ground over my arm. Their hand snaked under my boxers and stroked up and down the erect shaft. 


The Alraune carefully straddled my chest as she sat on my stomach. She softly hissed as she rocked her hips back and forth over my abs, then she craned down to look me in the eyes.


"We're not your enemies, Perseus. The Mistress only wants you to have a proper reward for saving the world."


I bit back a grunt. The Alraune must have interpreted it as my resistance crumbling. 


With a victorious grin, she hugged her massive chest and lowered them to my face.


"Come on, Perseus. Show me your desire."


"Fine," I said.


Seconds before my head was covered by mounds of flesh, I gripped Riptide and slashed. 


The body of Demeter went stiff as if she looked straight into Medusa. Kaite and Miranda gasped simultaneously and slumped forward. 


The headless body of the Alraune turned green, l as it shriveled up like a dried fruit snack. 


I got to my feet and was about to inspect the corpse when a shrill scream made me jump out of my skin.


I whirled around on high alert.


Miranda, with her face redder than a flourishing tomato, was scrambling her hands around. 


"I—I—" She stammered, steadily growing more embarrassed.


She seemed to be conflicted between covering her body or her face, her eyes dropping down to between my legs.


I found the reaction adorable—also, it was surprising how I didn't find it embarrassing to be nearly naked in front of a girl I had barely known.


But, of course, things couldn't be this easy.


Before I could give a word of comfort or at least an explanation, the entire cave echoed with sinister laughter.


Countless tendrils of vines unraveled themselves from the wall, more of them sprouting from the ceiling and the floor.


Miranda yelped and tried to dance away from getting caught again. I grabbed her before a stray vine could and pulled her close.


I pressed her head close to my chest and whispered, "I'll keep my eyes up. I don't have any clothes lying around at the moment. Stay close, and I'll keep you safe."


Miranda squirmed in my arm and squeaked, "Ok," and wrapped her arms around my waist. 


I decided not to comment that I could feel her perky nipples against my chest, getting meshed alongside her breasts and also her hands which suspiciously detoured lower than it was necessary.


"Where's Kaite?"


I scanned the slithering mountains of plant roots until a figure rose from the middle of a giant flower.


"Did you honestly think that a simple slash would kill me?" A voice spat through Kaite, whose eyes were entirely green, without pupils.


"Is that all you can do?" I shouted, "Pretending to be someone else and failing to seduce a guy? Or do you need another spanking?"


The Alraune-Kaite snarled. Miranda squeaked into my neck. I couldn't tell if it was because of the snarl or the statement about spanking.


"If you're not going to comply willingly," she said, "I'll just have to bring both of you down by force!"


Alraune-Kaite raised her arms. Half a dozen thorny vines wriggled from the flower and launched toward us.


I'll save you the details, mainly because I had difficulty keeping up. Even with the spastic brain of a demigod, I couldn't track every single plant life that was determined to strangle us. 


If Miranda wasn't next to me, fending off the ward of plants behind me, I'm not sure how long I would have lasted.


At the very least, she gave me enough room to call back on the ocean. The seawater was too far away to pull into the cave, but I'd called on a sea geyser at Williamsburg Bridge before.


I leaped from a thick vine to the flower. Kaite-Alraune huddled back in surprise as I landed in the middle, and I stabbed Riptide through the middle.


For a heart-stopping moment, nothing happened.


The Alraune looked up and laughed.


"I told you," She jeered, "It takes far more than a simple swordsmanship to take down a plant life!"


From the small cut, clear water sprouted up and poured over the plant.


"Oh, how kind. Now you are watering…" The smile vanished from the Alraune when a droplet landed on her lips.


I pulled back the blade, splitting the cut open. The saltwater spring grew more powerful, tearing up the flower in half. 


"No!" The Alraune shirked. 


She watched in horror as the vines rapidly dried off from the saltwater they absorbed.


The whole cave flooded with the sea I brought into the flock. I jumped off the flower, Miranda still held in my arms, and landed on the water's surface.


"…I didn't know you had a Jesus power," Miranda muttered.


"It's not practical when you can breathe underwater," I answered.


Amongst the crumbling floral empire, Kaite was also falling down. I made a small current for us to stake on. 


I managed to catch Kaite before she splashed into the water, not that it would have damaged her if I wanted to, but looking for her in the dark would have been a hassle.


Now I had two attractive, naked girls on both sides. And yet, somehow, the situation was the least arousing moment in my past few days.


Kaite was unconscious, for better or worse. She looked fine, but I couldn't tell if the demonic nature spirit was gone or not.


"We can take her to the hut," Miranda suggested. 


She added that there, we could get clothes, and hopefully, their mother and Hestia's power would repel the Alraune.


I doubted how much the two goddesses could help when the monster had no trouble disguising as one to try and honey-trap me. 


Then again, dropping a bomb like that right after Miranda went through such an experience.


I willed the water to take us up the hole I fell in. Without the heavy Mist surrounding us, we were only a few feet away from the hut.


Still, I nearly froze my innards on the short walk to the house.


We set Kaite down on one of the bean bag chairs(filled with actual beans), and Miranda handed a pair of jeans and a beige checker shirt for outdoor labor.


"This is the only clothing we have," She said while hiding her body behind the pair of clothes.


"Thanks."


I took them, and Miranda quickly balled up, "N-now, I don't want to be too rude, but could you brew up some tea? I think Kaite would need it, and you would need something warm to drink as well."


I nodded and went to the kitchen shelf. I realized mid-way that it was a clever way to keep my eyes away from her without directly asking, which I also appreciated.


I took a long time, partly because I wanted to give Miranda time to dress up and help Kaite as well, and partly because I had no idea how to brew tea.


My few experiences of tea times were with my mom, and we could only afford tea bags at best. 


Two times an actual tea was brewed, I ended up dominating the partner with me in sexual activity.


"You can claim whoever you want as yours. Any grandiose female will come to kneel in front of you. Think about that."


"Shut up," I told the voice in my head.


I heard whispering coming from the other side of the room. There were two distinct voices, which meant Kaite woke up and was not possessed by the Alraune anymore.


I took the three cups of poorly brewed tea on a small tray and walked to the living room…


"…you know, I'm more baffled that I'm not too surprised by this than anything else."


Kaite giggled as Miranda whimpered.


Kaite was wearing a simple dress, but the material was thin enough that I could make out her naked bodyline under it. 


She had her hands on Miranda's shoulder, who was wearing the same dress, except it was torn in the middle to expose her midriff from top to bottom.


Her breasts were slightly smaller than Kaite's, but they were still impressive.


Her skin was less tanned than her sister, however. I'd assume Miranda had less outdoor work experience, as she was less built than Kaite was as well.


My eyes scanned down to her legs, which were spread apart wide in a squatting position and showing her pussy already dripping wet.


"W-we were linked through the vines when the Alraune held both of us as prisoners," Miranda stammered, "I saw Kaite's memories, and…"


Her cheeks were flourishing scarlet, but at the same time, her eyes lingered on the steady bulge growing under the pair of jeans.


Kaite took up the explanation, "When I woke up, Miranda asked me how to get ‘in’ on this, just like I did. 


I told her it was simple: Just tell my master what you want."


Kaite trailed her fingers down Miranda's back until grabbing her ass cheeks. Miranda shuddered and moaned, a few more juice leaking from her pussy.


I raised my eyebrow at Kaite, "Since when were you this mischievous?"


Kaite grinned over her sister's shoulder, "In my defense, master, I never had a man spank me to submission before."


"Point taken."


I approached Miranda, who moaned even louder as my crotch came close. Kaite pushed Miranda's head forward, burying her nose in my pants.


Miranda moaned and shuddered as she took a long sniff of the scent. I put a hand below her chest and made her look up.


"If you watched everything on Kaite's memories, can I assume you want the same treatment as your sister?"


Miranda nodded, still dazed from the scent alone.


"Yes," She gasped in a near whisper, "Yes, I need you to triumph over me. Take me as a fucktoy and ravage me."


Kaite loosened my jeans, and they dropped at my ankles. I kicked them off and pressed Miranda closer.


"If you join, I can't guarantee a way back out. This is your last chance to back out. If you still wish it, then show it."


Miranda hesitated for a moment, thinking over the two options. But in less than half a minute, she grabbed my boxers and dragged them down.


She opened her mouth and kissed the tip of my erection, nearly taking the whole tip in her mouth.


At that moment, two sets of stomachs made growling noises.


"Oops," Kaite giggled, "I forgot we skipped Breakfast."


But instead of calling it quits, she crawled under Miranda and cupped my balls fondly, and looked up.


"I suppose you could fill us up. Am I right, master?"


[Line Break]


[3rd Person]


Several hours later, the dinner horn blew from a distance.


Percy whistled, surprised at how much time had passed, and impressed at how much his stamina had grown. He was barely tired after everything he had gone through today.


Still, his stomach felt quite empty. He hadn't had a proper meal today, either.


"I think I should get some supper. What about you two?" Percy asked his two partners. However, neither of them answered.


Percy looked down and couldn't help but smirk.


Kaite was sucking on his cock valiantly, her head bobbing up and down at a heartbeat's pace. Miranda was a few inches lower, suckling on his sacks with her swollen lips, edging on another wave of cumshot to feed them.


Their skins and hair were sticky with sweat and cum. Their eyes showed nothing but lust as they tried to dry their master to his last drop, but he seemed endless—just like an ocean.


"Cumming," Percy grunted, though the warning was unnecessary.


Kaite halted momentarily as she felt thick cum shoot inside her mouth. Even after more than ten shots(she lost count after that), it didn't deteriorate in girth or mass.


Her cheeks puffed up as she tried to hold in them in her mouth. But as with every previous attempt, some flew backward and dribbled down her chin.


As Kaite retreated with a muffled moan, Miranda swooped in and gave the cock a final cleansing suction from top to bottom, swirling her tongue around the pole as her lips wiped the leftover cum.


After she was done, the two daughters of Demeter made no hesitation in engaging in a fierce kiss with each other. 


Kaite fed her sister the loads cum stored in her mouth, and Miranda happily drank it while toying with her tongue.


Their hands roamed freely over each sister's naked body, but they ended up on their most prominent features.


Kaite grabbed Miranda's buttcheeks and rubbed them together. Miranda took hold of Kaite's breasts and squeezed them as if to milk her.


The two demigods moaned into their passionate tongue battle, well after the transaction was done and over, but eventually, they had to back off due to the lack of air.


Out of breath, Kaite turned to Percy, who was enjoying the show while he got ready to leave.


"We're good, master. You filled us up good," She purred, rubbing over the significantly bloated stomach of hers. 


Miranda did the same with a sheepish grin, "Yeah, you filled us up good from the top and back…"


The two girls spun around and spread their asscheeks. Putting aside the soaking wet pussies, their assholes were plugged securely, keeping in the sloshing cum from the other end.


"But are you sure you don't want to leave now?" Kaite asked. She waggled her behind, tempting Percy to take them 3 for 3.


Seeing this, Percy crept behind them and slipped two fingers into both's slits. The girls moaned as they felt them enter, but Percy only traced the inner walls as he withdrew his hands.


Still, a simple finger stroke from their master was enough to send these two on a small orgasm when he removed his fingers.


Percy flicked the plug in their asshole, making them moan more as the vibration carried on to the sloshing cum in their stomach, and he slipped his wet fingers into their mouths.


Kaite and Miranda instinctively started lapping on the juice as he said, "As entertaining as that sounds, I think I'll put it off for a later treat." 


When his fingers were licked clean, he gave his new slaves a pat on their heads and left the hut.


 The day was dark as he hurried to the dining pavilion—he had never realized how hungry he was. He glanced into the hut through the window and found the two Demeter daughters making out against a beanbag chair.


With a final smirk, Percy turned back and ran to the camp.


 


Kaite withdrew from exploring Miranda's mouth when she was positive that Percy was gone.


"Kates?" Miranda asked, catching the sudden shift in the air from her sister. 


Kaite looked down at Miranda, then snapped her fingers. Suddenly, small vines popped out from the bean bag, grown from beans inside it.


"What the—" Miranda yelped, but she was quickly tied up and gagged onto the fluffy chair. She tried to will the plants away, but they didn't budge.


All she could do was look up at her sister with frightened eyes, wondering if the Alraune had simply been hiding herself. 


However, Kaite merely giggled, "Don't worry, Miranda. I'm still me. Well…" She furrowed her brow, "It's a similar situation with you and my memories. When the Alraune took over my body, I think some of her power and personality rubbed off on me." 


She flicked across one of  Miranda's erect nipples, making her moan in her shackles.


"And as much as I enjoy being our master's pet," She whispered, "I would like someone under my foot as well."


Kaite's hand slithered over Miranda's body, which was already very sensitive after loads of orgasms she had. 


Miranda twitched and moaned into her gag as her sister rubbed around her pussy, tantalizing her, until Kaite grew a small vine from her fingernail and wrapped it around her throbbing clit.


"So, what do you say, Miranda? I know what you like, the same way you know what I want. There is nothing to hide between us."


Miranda moaned as Kaite gave light tugs on her clit. Similar vines grew from her other fingers and wrapped around her tit, teasing them as well.


Miranda looked up at her sibling, who used to be so soft and kind-hearted, even if she came off as occasionally overbearing.


Now Kaite had a distinct sadistic glint in her eyes as she loomed over her, a flash that made Miranda shiver in her captivated spot, but not from fear.


Miranda nodded through the binding restraints. 


Kaite grew a big smile, "Splendid!" 


 The gag around Miranda moved back as she leaned into another kiss, which Miranda eagerly returned.


During the feverish make-out session, Kaitw tugged on the three vines from her fingers. Miranda howled mid-kiss as her nipples and clit were pulled on violently.


Kaite reeled back as her new slave gasped for breath after another climax. If this was what her master saw regularly, she certainly understood the appeal.


Kaite willed another vin to grow from the floor of the shack. When she pulled the weed out, it formed into a short whip.


With an expert swish, Kaite slapped one of Miranda's boobs, making her cry out in pain and exhilaration.


"Let's begin with some basic training, shall we?"


"Y, yes…Mistress…"


 


Chapter End Notes


I skipped the threesome part, because the chapter was getting long as it is, and that scene alone would have took another two weel to write.


I have a question for you this chapter:
What do you think on some harem memebers being dominat over other girls, like Kaite is with Miranda?


If you like the idea, I'm welcome for additonal pairing ideas! Again, I can't gaurantee they'll be in, but I' definetly consider it.


I hope you all had fun reading, and I'll see you next chapter!


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!